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Enter Ferdinand K. of Nauar, Berovvne, 


Longauill, and Dumaine. 


Ferdinand. 
ET Fame, that all bunt after in their lyues, 
Liue regiſtred vpon our brazen Tombes, 
And then grace vs, in the diſgrace of desch: 
When ſp ighe of cormorant devouring Time, 
T hendeuour of this preſent breath may buy: 
That honour which ſhall bate his ſythes keene edge, 
And make vs heires of all eternitie. 
Therefore braue Conqueroums, for ſo you are, 
T hat warre your owne affections, 
And the hud c dene ee wortdes deſires. 
Our late ſtand in force, 
N axar (hall 3 ms ofthe worlde, 
Our Court ſhalbe alytlle Achademe, 


Still and contemplatyue 
You three, Berowne n 


ly fellow Schollets, and to keepe thoſe ſtatutes 
Tae ee 3 
Your othes are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names: 
That his owne hand —— 92 
That violates the ſmalleit branch herein. | 

If you are armd to do, as ſwornetodo, 


| Subſcribe to your deepe othes, and k it to. 
Langauill. fam reſolued,tis but a thee yeeres faſt: 


The minde ſhall banquer,though the body pine, 
Fat paunches haue leane pates: and daynty bits 
Make rich the ribbes, but banerout quite the wits. 
* Duane. My = Lord, Dumaine is mortefied, 
oſſer manner of theſe worldesde * 


—_ ſworne for three yceres tratme, to liue with me: 


Ta 


— 


— od 
* 


Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 


BY A pleaſant conceited Comerie : 
To loue, to wealth, to pome, I pine and die, 


Wich all cheſe lyuing 1a Philoſophie. 


Beromne. I can bi 
So much deare Lied 
That is, to lyue and 


ſay their proteſtation over, 
e already ſworne, 


a 
rms 
ſtudy heere three yeeres, 


But there are other fIrickt obſeruances : 


Ax not to ſee a woman in tliat terme, 
Which Ihope well is not enrolled there, 
And one day in a wecketotouch no foode; 


And but one meale on euery day beſidet 
The which Ihope is not encolled there, 


And then to ſleepe but three houres in the nyght, 

And nat be ſeene to wincke of all the day. 

A 
yght too of halſe the day: 


| 


 Bero, Comronthen, I will ſweare to ſtudy fo, 
To know the e wy forbid to know: 

As thus, to ſtudy where I well may dine, 
When l to faſt expteſſely am forbid. 
Or ſludie where to meete ſome Miſtris fine. 
When ns r _ bid. 
Or hawag ſworne too a keeping oth, 
Studie 18 Arne it, and not breake my troth. 
If ſtudies gaine be thus, and this be ſo, 


Sweare 


ralled Lones Labor's loſt. 5 


Sweare me to this, and I will nere ſay no. 
Ferd. Theſe be the ſtopps that hinder ſtudie quit, 

And traine our intelects to vaine delight. 

Bao. Whyꝛall delightes are vaine, but that molt vaine 
Which with payne purchaſ d, doch inherite payne, 
As peynefully to poare vpon a Booke, | 
- T oſeeke the lyght of trueth, while trueth the whyle 
Doth falſely blinde the eye · ſight of his loolce: 

Light ſeeking light, doch light fight beguyler 
” ere you finde _ li - 2 — lyes, 

our light growes daike by looſing of your eyes, 

Studie — — to pleaſe the dds, 
By fixing it a fayret eye, 
Who dazling ſo, that eye ſhalbe his heed, 
And giue him light chat it was blinded by. 
Studie is lylce the heauens glorious Sunne, 
That will not be deepe ſeatcht with ſawcie lookes; 
Small haue conti euet wonne, 
Saue baſe aucthoritie from others Bookes, 
Theſe earthly Godfathers cf heauens lights, 


That giue« name to euery fixed Starre, 

Hue no more 2 nights, 

T hen thoſe that walke and wor not what e 
Too much to know,is to know nought but fame: 
And Godfather can giue a name, 


Ferd. How well hees read to reaſon againſt reading. 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding. 

Lon. He weedes the oorne, & ſtill lets grow the weeding. 
Ber. The Spring is neare when greene geeſe are a bree- 


Duma. How followes that? (ding, 


Fo 


Ber. Fit in his place and tyme, 
Duma. In reaſon nothing. 
Bero. Something then in rime. 
Fed. Beromme is like an enuious ſneaping Froſt, 
That * pay borne infanrs of the Spring. 

era. Well, ſay Ia ſhould o_ e Sommer 
Before the Birdes — —— to ſing? 
Why ſhould ] ĩoy in any abhortiue byithꝰ 


boaſt, : | 


A 3 At 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie: 


At Chtiſtmas I no more deſire a Roſe, 

Then with a Snow in Mayes new fangled ſhow est 

But like of each thing that in ſeaſon growes. 

So you to ſtudie now it is too late, 

Clymbe ore the houſe to vnlocke the little gate. 
Ferd. Well, ſic you out: go home Berenme:adue. 
Zero. No my good Lord, Ihaue ſworne to ſtay with 1 

And though l haue for barbatiſine ſpoke more 

Then for that Angell kaowledge you can lay, 

Yet confident Ile keepe what I have ſworne, 

And bide the penaance of each three yeeres day, 

Giue me the paper,let me readethe lame, 


Aud to the [liiteſt decrees Ile write my name. 


Fer. How well this — reſcewes thee from ſname. 
Ber. Item, That no woman thall come within a myle af 
my Coure. Hath this bin proceed? . 
Long. — dayes ago. 
Ber. Lets ſee the penaltie, On payne of loſioghert tung. | 
* deuiſ d this penaltie? | 
Long. Matric that did I. 
Bero. Sweete Lord and why? 
Long. To fright them hence . penaltie. 
A dangetous la w againſt gentletie. 
lum v fany man be ſeene totalke with a woman within 
che tearme o three yeeres he ſhall indure ſuch publibue 
ſhame as the reſtof the Court can edeuiſe. 
Ber. This Article my liedge your e muſt breabe, 
For well you know here comes in 


The French kinges daughter with your ſelſe te ſpeaket 


A Maide ofgrace and complet maieſtie, 

About ſurrender vp of Aquitaine, 

To her decrepit, ſicke, — bedred Father. 

Therefore this Article is made in vaine 

Or vainely comes th admired Briaceſle hither. 
Ford. What lay you Lordes? why, this was quite forgot, 
Ber. So Studie euermore is 

While it doth ſtudie to haue what it would, 


lu doth forget 8 do the thing it ſhould:. ; 4 


called Loues Labor's loſt. 


And when it bath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
Tis won as townes with fare, ſo won ſo loſt. 
Fer. We mult offorce diſpence with this Decree, 
| Shee mull lie heere on meere neceſſitie. 
Ber. Neceſſitie will make vs all forſworne 
Three thouſand times within this three yeeres ſpace: 


For every man with his affectes is borne, 


Not by might maſtred, but by ſpeciall grace, 
If I breake fayth,this word ſhall ſpeake for me, 
I am forſworne on meere neceſſitie. 
So tothe Lawes at large I write my name, 
And he that breakes * in the leaſt degree, 
Standes in attainder of eternall ſhanie. 
Suggeſtions are to other as to me? 
But I beleeue althoughTſeeme ſo loth, 
I amthe laſt that will laſt keepe his oth. - 
But is there no quicke recreation graunted? 

Ferd. I chat there is, out Court you know is haunte 


Wich a refined trauailer of Spaine, 4 


A man in all che worldes new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his braine: 
On who the muſique of his owne yaine tongue 
Doch raviſh like inchannting harmonie: 

A man'of complements whomright and wrong 
Haue choſe as vmpier of their mutenie. 

This childe of Faucie that Armaas highe, 

For interim to our ſtudies ſhall relate, 


In high borne wordes the worth of many a Knight: | 


From tawnie Spaine loſt in the worldes debate. - 
How you delight my Lords I know not I, 
But proteſt I loue to heare him lie, | 
And ] will vſe him for my Minſtrelſie. 
Bero. eArmado is a moſt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of fier new wordes, Faſhions owne kni ght. 
Lon. (>ſtard the ſwaine and he, ſhalbe our ſport, 
And foto ſtudie thtee yeeres is bur ſhort, 


A4 


Euter 


A pleaſunt conceited Comedie: 


Enter a C onſl. ble with Coſtard with a letter. 


Conſtah. Which is the Dukes one perſon? 
Ber. This fellow, What would'(t? 
Cut. ly ſelfe reprehend his o ne perſon, for I am his 
graces Farboroughz But I would ice his awne perſon 
in fleſh and bloc 5 
Ber. This is he. , 
Conſt. Signeour eArme Arme commendes you: 
 Ther'svillanie abrod, this letter will tell you more, 
Clone. Sit the Contempls thereof are as touching me, 
Fer. A letter from the magniſiſent Armado. (words 
Bero. How low ſo euerthe matter, l hope in God for high. 
Lan. A high hope for a low heauen God grant vs patience 
Ber. To hearc, or forbeare hearing. 
Len. To heare meekely fir, and to laugh modexatly, or 
to forbeare both. 
Vero. Well fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall giue vs cauſe to clime 
in the merrines, ; „ 
Clow. The matter is to me ſit, as concerning Jaquenetta: 
Ihe manner of it is, | was taken with the manner. 
Bere. In what manners? 
Clow. In manner and forme folowing ſic all thoſg, three, 
Twas ſeene with her in the Manner houfe, fitting with her 
vppon the Forme, and taken following her into rhe Parke: 
which put togeather, is in manner and forme following. 
Now ſir for the manner, It is che manner of a man to ſpeake 
to a woman, forthe forme in ſome forme, 
Ber. For the following far, 
(cow. As it ſhall follow in my correction, and God defend 
the right. ah 
Ferd. Willyouhelre this Letter with attention? 
Bero. As we would heare an Oracle, 
Chw. Such is the finplicitie of man to hatken after the fleſh 
Ferd. ¶ leu Depuis the 1 and ſole dominatur of 
Nauar, my ſonles earthes Gad, and bodies foſtring parrones = 
Coſt. Not a worde of Coftart Jet. 
Ferd. Sous © 


— 


e. 


called Loues Labor's [ off 1 ; . 
Coft. It my be * if he ſay it is ſo,he is in telling true: 1 
but ſo. | 5 1 
Ferd. Peace. | 
Cum. Be to me, and euerie man that dares not fight. 
Ferd. No wordes. 18 | 
Cl. Of other mens ſecrets I befeechyou. 
Ferd. So it is beſedged with ſable coloured melanc holie, I did 
tommende the blacks oppreſſing hamour to the moſt holſome plyſicke 
of thy health. geuing are: And as I am a Gentleman, betooke my 
ſelfe to walke : the time When?about the ſiæt buure, When Beaſtes 
moſt graſe, Birdes beſt peck, and Men ſit dumme to that nour;ſhment 
which is called S : So much for the time When, Now for the 
ground Which? which I meme I walks vpm, it is yehped T by Park, 
Then for the place Where? where I meane, I did incounter that ob- 
ſeene & moſt propoſtrous event that draweth fro my ſnomhite pen the 
ebon coloured Inc kę, which here thou vicweſt, brholdeſt, ſuruæyeſt, or 
ſeeſt. But to the place Where? It ſtandeth North Nertheaſt & by 
Eaſt from the Weſt corner of thy curious knotted garden; There 
did I jeg that low ſpirited Swame, that baſe Mmeow of thy myrth, * 
( Clowne. Mee? )that vnlettered ſmal knowing ſoule,( Clow.Mec?) 
that ſhallow vaſfall ( Clown. Still mee.) which as 1 remember, 
hight Coſtard, ( Clow.. O mee) ſorted and conſorted contrary to 
thy eſtabliſhed 1 Edict and ct utinent Carnon : Which 
wh, o wir h, but With this I paſſion to ſay Wherewith: 15 Fe. 
Ch. With a Wench, F 
Fer 1. With a childe of our Grandmother Euc,a female;cr for thy 
wore ſwecte underſtanding a Woman : him, I As my euer eſteemed 
duetie prickes me on) haue ſent to thee, to receive the meede of pu- 
1mſbnent by thy ſweete Graces Gfficer Anthonie Dull, « man of 


geo reput cm tage bearing, and eſtiumarior. 


Ane. Me ant ſhall pleaſe you? I am Anthony Dull. 

Ferd. For laquenetta ( ſo is the weber veſſell called ) vv bich I 
aprri hence l vuub the creſeyd Svvainc, I keepe br as avejell of 
ty Lawyer firie, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy feruecte nctice, bring 
rt mall. T bme in all complements If denoted and hartburning | 


/ Don A:iriano de Armado, 


B 1 


: bee f ductie. 


CA pleaſant conceited Comedic: 
Ber. This is not fo well as Ilooked for, but the beſt that 


euer I heard, 
Fer. I the bell, for the woſt. But ſitra, What ſay you to this? 
Cle. Sir I confefle the Wench, 
Fer. Did you heare the Proclamation? 
Cle. I do conſeſſe much of the hearing it, but little of the 
matking of it. © = 
Fer. It was proclaymeda yeeres impriſonment to be ta- 
Len ith a Wench, . 
Clo. I was taken with none (ir, F was taken with A Domſel. 
Fer. Well, it was proclaimed Damſel. 
Ch. T his was no Dainſel neither fir, ſhe was a Virgin. 
Ber. It is ſo varried to, for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Cv. Ifit were, I denie her Vir ginitie: I was taken with a 
Maide. 
Fer. This Maide u ill not ſerue your turne fir. 
(#, This Maide will ſerue my rurne ſir. 
Fer. Sir I will pronounce yout ſentence: You ſhall faſt a 
weeke with Branne and Water. 
v. I had rather pray a month with Mutton & Porridge, 
Fer. And Don Armadso ſhall be your keeper, 
My Lord Berovvne, ſee him delivered ore, 
And goe we Lordes to put in practiſe that, 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly (worne. 
Bero. Ile lay my Head to any good mans Hat, 
Theſe ockes and lawes will proue an idle ſcotne. 
Surra, Come oo. a | 
(lv. Iſuffer for the tructh ſir: for true it is, I was taken 
with Jaquenetta,and Jaquenerta is a tre gitle, and therefore 
welcome the ſower Cup of proſperie, affliccio may oneday 
ſmile agaipe, and til then fit thee done ſorrow. Exam. 


Enter Armado and Meth his page. 

Armade. Boy, What ſigne is it when a man of great ſpi- 
tite growes eee 3 | 

Bey. A great ſigne ſir that he will looke ſadd. i 

Ar. Why?ſadnes is one & che ſelfe ſime thing deare imp. 

Bey. No no, O Lord fir no. . 


Arn. 


\ . Called Lones Labor's loff 45 


Arm. How canſt thou part ſadnes and melancholy,my 1 
tender Iuuenallꝰ . ; 
Boy. By a familier demonſtration of the working, my 
tough ſ1gneor . EET 
Ama. Why tough ſigneor? Why tough ſigneor⸗ = 
Boy. Why tender iuuenall? Why tender iuuenall? 0 
Arm. I ſpoke it tender iuuenal, as a congruent apethaton | | þ 
apperteining to thy young dayes, which we may nomiaaac WM 
tender. ih 
Boy. And I tough ſigneor, as an appertinent title to your g 
» olde time Which we may name tough. . 1 
Ama, Prettie and apt. g 


Bey. How meane you ſit, I prettie, and my laying ape? 1 
or I apt, and my ſaying prettie? 1] 
Arma. Thou pretric becauſe little. 
Boy. Little prettie, becauſe little: wherefore apt. 
Arma. And therfore apt, becauſe quicke. 
Bey. Speake you this in my praiſe Maiſter? 
r . In thy condigne praiſe. 
Boy. I will praiſe 2 with the ſame praiſe. 
Arma. What? that an Eele is ingenious. 
Boy. That an Eele is quicke. 
Arma. Ido ſay thou art quicke in anſweres. Thou heatſt 
my blood. 
Boy. I am anſwerd fir. 
Am. I louec not to be croſt. | 
57 He ſpeakes the meer contrarie, eroſſes love not him. 
L haue promiſed to fludie three yeeres with the duke. 
Boy. You may do it in an houre fir. 
Arm. Impoſſible. 59 
. Boy. How many is one thrice toldle? 
Arm. I am ill at reckning, it fitteth the ſpitit of a Tapſter. 
Boy. Tou ate a Genileman and a Gamſter ſir. 
Arma. I confeſſe both, they are both the varniſh of a com- 
at man. 
Bey. Then Iam ſure you know how much the groſſe 
ſumme of deuſ- ace amountes to. | 
Arm. It doth amount to one more then two. . 
5 . Ba 
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CA pleaſant conceited Comer ee: 


q. Which the bale vulgar do call three. 

Arm, True. | 

Bey. Why ſir is this ſuch a peece of ſtudie? Now heereis 
three iu ien ere yeie thrice wincke : and how cake it is to 
put yecres to he werde three, and ſtucie chice y eres in to 
Mordes the dauncing Horſe will tcl] you, 

Arm. A moſt fine l iꝑgute. 

g. To proue you a Cypher. 

Arm. Iuill hereupon conteile Tam in loue: and as it is 
bale for a Souldier to loueʒſo am I in love with a baſe wench. 
If drax ing my Sword againſt the humor ot affection, x ould 
deliuet me from the teprobate thought ot it, I would take 
D-fire priſoner, and ranſome him to ame French Courtier 
tor a new deuiſde cuiſie. I tinnke ſcorne to ſ.gh, ee dhinbs 
I ſhould outtwearc Cid. Comfort mee Bo), Wnat great 
men haue bin in loue? f 

Bov. Hercules Maiſter. . 

Moſt iweete Hercules: more authoritie deare Boy, 
name more; and [weete my childe let chem be men of good 
repure and carriage. 

Bey. Sam;ſon Maiſter, he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage: for he carried the Toxue· gates on his backe 
like a Porter: and he was in love. 

Arm. O wel knit Sampſon, ſtronꝑ ioynted Sampſam l do excel 
thee in my rapier, as much as chou didit me in carying gates. 
I am in love too. Who was Sam ſens loue my deare Moth? 

Boy. A Woman, Mauter. 

Arm. Ot what complexion? | 

Bey. Ot all the foure, or the three, or the two, or one of 
the teure. | : 

Arm. Tell me preciſely of what complexion? 

Buy. Ottheſea-water Greene fir, 

Fi} I: chat one of the toure complexions? 

Boy. As Ihaue read'{ir,ard the be ii ot them too. 

Arm. Greene in deede is the colour of Louers: but to 
haue a loue of that colour, mee thinkes Sampſon had mall 
reaſon for it. He ſurely afſected her for her wit. 

Boy. It was ſo (ir, tor ſhe had a gie ene Mit. 


Am. 


called Tones Labor's oft, 


Arm. My loue is moſt mmmaculate white andred, 

2 y. Moſt maculate thoughts Mailter, are maskt vndet 
ich colours. | 
Ar. De fine, define, well educated infant. 
Boy. Ny fathets wit, and my mothers tongue asſiſi me. 
Ar. Sweet inui cation of a child, moſt pretty & pathetical, 
BH. It ſhe be mace of white and ted, 
H.. fauite, vull uete be know ne: 

or b iſh-1n checkes by faultes are bred, 

And tears by pale vw hue ſhowne: 
I hen it ſhefcare.or be to blame, 
Py chi you ſhall not know, 
F or {hl her checkes pe ſie ſie the fame, 

Which natiue (he doth owe 
A dangerous rune maiſter againſt the reaſon of white & red. 
Ar. I; there not a Ballet Boy of the King & the Begger? 

20. The worlde was very guilue ot ſuch a Ballet ſome 
three ages ſince, but I ihu le now tis not to be found: or iſit 
ere, it weuid neither ſerue for the writing, nor the tune. 

Ar. I will have that v bie ct neu lj wit cre, that! may 
example my dięresſon by fore mightie preſedent. Bey, 
_ J-ol ue, 525 Countrey girle that 1 tooke in the Parke 
with: the rational hince Ceſtard:ſhe deſerves well, 

Boy. To be uhipt: and yet a bettet loue then my maiſter, 
Ar. Sing Boy, My ſpirit growes heauie in love. 

Buy. And thats great maruaile, louing a light Wench. 
Ar. 1 lay ſing. — 144 
Bg. Forbeare till this companie be paſt, 


Enter Clowne, Conſtable, and Wench. 

Conſtab. Sir, the Dukes pleaſure is that you ke epe C:ſtard 
ſafe, and your-ul? ſofter him to take no delight, not no pe- 
nanc e. hut amt taſt three dayes a weeke: for this Damiell 
I mult kee pe her at the Parke, ſl.e is alou de for the Day 
womand. Fate you well. 

Ar. Ido betray my ſelſe with bluſhivg:Maide, 
A fande. Man, | 
Ar. 1 will viſe thee at the Loche. 

B 3 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie: 
BM aid. Thats hereby. 1 
„ Ar. I know where it is ſituate. 
| Na. Lord how wile you are, 
A.. I will tell thee wonders, 
ea. With that face. 
er. Iloue thee. 
' e Ma. Solheard you lay, 
Ar. And ſo farewell, 
e Ma. Faire weatherafter you, 
Clo. Come laquenetta,away. Exeunt. 
Ar. Villaine, thou ſhalt faſt for thy offences ere thou be 
par doned. 
Ch. Well fir l hope when I do it, I ſhall do it on a full 
ſtomaclce. | 
Ar Thou ſhalt be heauely puniſhed, 
Clo. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes, for they 
ate but lightly rewarded, 
Ar. Take away this villaine, ſhut him vp. 
Bey. Come you tranſgresſing ſlaue, 1 
C. Let me not be pent vp fir, l will faſt being looſe, 
Bey. No ſir, that were faſt and looſe:thou ſhaltto priſon. 
Clo. Well, if euer I do ſee the merry dayes of deſolation 
that I haue ſeene, ſome ſhall ſee. 5 
4 What ſhall ſome ſee? oo 
Ch, Nay nothing M. Moth, but what they looke vppon. 
It is not for priſoners to be too filent in their wordes, and 
therfore I will ſay nothing: I thanke God l haue as litle pa- 
tience as an other man, & therfore I can be quiet. Exit. 
Arm. | do affect the verie ground(which is baſe where her 
ſhoo( which is baſer) guided by her foote ( which is baſeſt) 
doth tread. I ſhall be forſworne (which is a great argument 
of falſehood) if l loue. And how can that be true loue, which · 
i falſely attempted? Loue is a familiar; Loue is a Diuell. 
There is no euill angel but Loue, yet was Sampſon ſo temp- 
ted, and he had an excellent ſtrength: Yet was Salomon ſo, 
ſeduced, ind he had a very good wit, ¶ pid: Butſhaſt is too 
hard for Hercules Clubb, and therefore too much oddes for a 
Spaniards Rapier: The ſiaſt and ſecond cauſe. will not ſerue 


m * 


called Lones Labor's loft. 
my turne : the Pafad» he reſpects not, the Duella he regards 
not; his diſgrace is to be called Boy, but his glorie is to ſub- - 
due men. Adue Valoure, ruſt Rapier, be ſtill Drum, ſor your 
manager is in loue;yea he loueth. As ſiſt me ſome extemp 
rall God of Rime, tor I am ſure I ſhall turne Sonnet. Deuiſe 
Wit, write Pen, for I am for whole volumes in folio. Exit. 


Enter the Princeſſe o f Fraunce with three 
attending Ladies and three Lordes. 


Boyet. Now Maddame ſummon vp your deareſt ſpirrits, 
Colider who the King your father ſendes: 
To hom he ſendes, and whats his Embasſie. 
Vour ſelfe, helde precious in the worldes eſteeme, 
To parlee with che ſole inheritoure 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchles N awar, the plea of no leſſe weight, 
Then Aquitame a Dowriefor a Queene, 
Be now as prodigall of all Deate grace, 
As Nature was in making Graces deare, 
When ſhe did ſtarue the generall world befide, 
And prodigally gaue them all to you. 
Lucene. Good L. Beyet, my beautie ous but meane, 
Needes not the painted floriſh of your prayſc: 
Beautie is bought by iudgement of the eye, 
Not vttred by dale ale of chapmens tongues: 
I am leſſe proude to heaze you tell my worth, 
Then you much willing to be counted wiſe, 
In ſpending your Wit in the prayſe of mine. 
But now to tal ke the taſker, good Boyer, 
You are not ignorant all telling fame 
Doch noyſe ib amar hach made a Vow, 


road N. 


Till painefull ſtudie ſhall ourweare three yeeres, 
No Woman may approch his ſilent Court: 

| Therefore to's ſecmeth ita needſull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleaſure, and in that bchalfe 


Bold of your worthiacs, we ſingle you, 
B4 As 


A pleaſant conceited Comedze. 
As our beſt mouing faire (vliciter: 
I. ell him, the Daughter of the King of France 
Oa ſerious buſines crauing quicke diſpatch, 
Importuous perſonall contetence with his grace. 
H ute, hgaitic ſo much while we attende, ; 
Like humble viſage Suters his high will. 
Boy. Proud ofumployment, willingly Igo. Exit Boy, 
Prince, All pride is willing pride, and yours is ſo: 
Who are the Votaries my louing Lordes, that arc vo wfel- 
loves with this vertuou- Duke? 
Lor. Longauall is one. 
Princ. Know you the man? 
1. Lady. I kao m Maddame at a marriage feaſt, 
Berweene 2 the bewtious heire 
Of laques Faucont edge (olemnized. 
In Normaudie law | this Lngauuil, 
A man of ſoueraigne . he is eſteemdt 
Well fitted in artes, glorious in armes: 
Nothing becoms him ill that he would well. 
T pe onely ſayle of his fayre vertues gloſe, 
It vertues gloſe will ſtaine with any ſoyle, 
Is a ſharpe Wit matcht wich too blunt a Will? 
W hoſe edge hath power to cut whoſe will {till wils, 
It ſhould none ſpare, that come within his power, 
Prin. Some mettie mocking Lord belike, iſt ſo? 
Lad. They ſay ſo moſt, that molt his humors know, 
Prin. Such ſhort liued wits do wither as they grow. 
Wloarcthereft? | ; 
2 Lad. The young Dumaine,a well accompliſht youth, 
Ot all that Vercue love, for Vertue loued, 
Moſt power io do moſt barme.,lcaſt knowing ill: 


Feoor he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 


And ſhape to win grace though he had no wit. 
Ia him at che Duke A lanſoes once, 
And much too little ot that good | ſaw, 
Iny report to his great worthines. 

3. Lal. Ay other of theſe Studentes at that time, 
Was chcic with lum, it Lhauc Ecatd a truethù. 


Browne 


| 


| Berowne they 


7 


called Loues Labor loft. 


call him but « mierrier man, 
Within the limit ofbecomming mirth, 
I never ſpeat an houres tallee withall. 
Vis eye begets oecaſion for his wit, 
For cuery obiect that the one doth catch, 
The other turnes to a mirth-mooviny ie ſt. 
Which his fayte tongue (conce:tes expoſ ter) 
Deliuers in ſuch apt and gracious wordes, 
That aged cares play treuant at his tales. 
And younger hearinges are quite rauiſhed. 
So ſweete and voluble is his diſcourſe, 
Prin. God bleſſe my Ladyes, are they all in louc? 
That euery one her one hath garniſhed. 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe, 
Lord. Heere comes Boyer. Emer Boyer. 
Prin, Now, What admittance Lord? | 
Beyer. Nau had notice of your faire approch, 
And he and his compettitours in oth, 3 
Were all addteſt to meete you gentle Lady 
Before I came: Marrie thus much I haue learnt, 
He rather meanes to lodge you in the feelde, 


Like one that comes heere to be ſiedge his Court, 


Then ſeelce a diſpenſation for his oth: 
To let you enter his vnpeeled houſe, 


Enter Nauar,Longauil, Dumaine & Berowne. 


Bo. Heere comes Nauar. 


Naxar. Faire Princeſſe, Weleome to the court of 1 


Prin. Faire I giue you backe againe, and welcome Ihaue 
not yet : the roote of this Court is too high to be yours, and 


mine. 


welcome to the wide fieldes too baſe to 


Nau. You ſhalbe welcome Madame to my Court. 
Prin. I wilbe welcome then, Conduct me thither. 

' Nau, Heare me deare Lady, I haue ſworne an oth. 
Prin, Our Lady helpe my Lord, he le be ſorſu orne. 
Nas, Not ſor the worldefaire Madame, by my will, 
Prin. Why, will ſhall breake it will, and nothing els. 

Nas, Lou Ladiſhyp is 2 what it ie. 


Prin, 


CA pleaſant conteited Comedies 
Prin, Were my Lord — — were wiſe, 


Where now his knowledge mull ptoe ig norance. 

I heare your grace bath {worncouc Houl keeping: 

Ts deadlie ſinne to keepe that oath my Lot 

And fn to breake it: but pardon me, lam too ſodaine bold, 

To teach a teacher all beleemeth mee. 

Vouchtafe to read the purpoſe of my comming, 

And ſodainclie reſolue mes in my ſuite. | 
Nas. Madame I will, if ſoduaelie I may, 
Trin. You vill the ſooner that I were awaie, 

Toryoulepreueperiurdeif you make ine ſtaie. | 
Beromm. Did not | dance with you in Brabant once? 
Kather, Did not I dance with you in Brabam once? 
Ber. I know you did. 
Kath. How necdles was it then to aſke the queſtion? 
Ber. You muſt not be ſo quicke. 
Kath. Tis long of you that ſpur me with ſuch [n 
Ber. Your u it's too hot, it ſpeedes too fall, twill tire. 
Kuh. Not till it leaue the rider in the mite. 
Ber. What time a day | 
Kath. The houre that fooles ſhould al ke, 
Ber. Now faire befall your malke, 
Kerb. Faire fall the face it couers. 
Ber. And ſend you manie Jouers, 
Kath. Amen, ſo you be none. 
Ber. Nay then will I be gen. 

Fera. Neg ther heere doth intimate, 
Thi payment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Being but the one halle of, of an intite ſumme, ' 
Disburſed by my father in his warres. 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiud that ſu mme, yer there remaines vnpaide 
A hundred thouſand more, in ſuretie of the which, 
One part of Aquuaine is bound to vs, 
Although not valued to the inonies worth. 
Ifthenthe King your father will reſtore, 
But chat one halte which is vnſatis fied, 


We will giue vp out right in Aquitaine, 


Add 


called Lanes Labor's loft, 
And hol. ſe faire faiendſhip with his Maicſtic, 
But that it ſeemes he liitle 8 


For here he doch pemaund tb haue repalde, | 
A hundred thouſand Crawnes,and not demaunds 


One ofa ela 
To haue his title live in Aquitaine. 


Which we much rather had depatr withall, 
And haue the money by our father lent, 
Then Aquitaine, ſo guelded as it is. 
Deare Princeſſe were not his requeſtes ſo fart 
From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelſe ſhould make 
A yeelding os ſome reaſon in my breſt, 
And go well ſatisfied to France againe- 
Pu Youdo the King my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſo vnſeeming to confeſle-peceit, - 
Of that which hath ſo faithfully been paide. 
Ferd. I do proteſt I never heard of it: 
And if you v it, Ile repay it backe, 
Or yeelde vp Aquitaine. 
Princ. We _ your worde, 
ou can produce acquittances, 
Forte a —.— from muy offer | 
Of: Chi his father, 
Ferd. Satisſie mee ſo. 


Where that od other ſpecialties ate boundt 
To morrow you ſhall haue a fight of them. 


Bayer. So pleaſe j our 1 ne is not come, 


Ferd, It ſhall ſuff.ſe me; at whit enterutew, * 


All liberall teaſon l will yeelde vnto. 
Meane time teceiue ſuch welcome at my hand. 


As honor (without breach of bes 1 
Make tender of to thy „ — jy dv 12 

You may not come (faire Pring gates, 
But eee, you habe ſoreceide, " 

As you ſhall deeme your ſelfe lodged in my bark; 
Though ſo denide f.4 ireharbour in y bouic, . .,_ /* 


Your owne goad 2 dre me, and karendl. 


To 
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Beer. Ladie I will commend 


. Bo Not volike fir, that may be. y 
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A pleaſant condeited Comedies  ' F 2 
Jo morow ſhall we viſiteyou againe. le! 
Pri. Sweete health and faire peſires conſort your grace, 
Ai. Thy owne wifh wiſh Ithee in cueryplace. Ex. 
io my none hart, 
Reſ. Pray you, do my commendations, 1 wouldbe glad 


tO ſee it, | 3 
Ber. I would you heard it grone. 
Rep. Is the foole ficke. 1 
Ber. Sicke at the harr. 
Rg, Alacke, let i bb%οè | © 
Bar. Would chat do it goodꝰ 
Roſ. My Phiſicke ſaies l. 
Ber. Will you prickt with your eye. 
| Ref; No t eynt, with my knife, 
Ber. Now God ſaue thy liſe. | 
Roſ. And yours from long living, 


Ber. I caanot ſtay thankes- giuing. Exe. 
Enter Dumanme, 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a word, What Ladies that ſame? © 
Beyct. The heite of eAlanſan, Roſali her name. 
Dum. A gallant Lady Mounſir, fare you wel. Exit, 


Longauill. I beſeech you a word, What is ſne in ihe white? 
Beyct, A woman ſometimes, and you ſa her in the light. 
L. Perchance light in the light. I defme her name? 
Bo She bath but one for her ſelfe, to deſire that were a 
Bo, Her mothers, I haue heard. 
Lon. Gods bleſling on your beard, ( bridge. 
Bo. Good fir be not offended, She is an heire of Faitor- 
Lan. Nay my coller is ended, She is a moſt ſweet Ladie, . 
Exit Longauil, 


Enter Berowne, yy | 
Bero, Weng name - of the copp? 3 
Boy, Katherin by go I 10616 46:25 
For ls ſhe 1 5 
' Boy, To her will Gr, or ſo. i 
Ber. O you are welcome ſir, ade w. 
Bey, Fare well to ſir, and welcome to you, Exi Bere, 


called Laues Labors loſt. 


Lady Maria, I hat laſt is Berowne, the metrie madeap L. 
Not a word with him but a ieſt. 4 
Boy, And euery ieſt but a World. 4 dd 
Prin. It was well done of vou to take him at his word, 
Boy, 1 wasas willing to grapple'as he was to boord, -- 
Laa Ka, T wohot Sheepes marie, 
Bo, And wheretfore not de 
No Sheepe(lweetc Lambe)vnleſſe we feede on your hippes. 
La, You Sheepe and paſture: ſhall that fiaiſh the ieſl? 
Bo, So you graunt paſture for me. 
Lad. Not ſo gentle Beaſt, 
My lippes ate no Common, though ſeuerall they be. 
Bo. Belonging to whom? 4 
LA. To my fortunes and mee, 
Prin. Good witts will be ianglinꝑ, but gentles agree, 
This ciuill watre of wittes were much better vſed 
On N and his Boolæmen, ſor heere tis abuſed, 
Bo, Ifmy obſeruation(which very ſeldome ly es 
By the hartes ſtil] tethoriclce, diſcloſed with eyes. 
Deceaue me not now. Nawar is infected. 
Prin. With hat? Cy 
Bo. With that which we Louers intitle AﬀeRed, 
Prin. Your reaſon, 
Vo. Why all his behaviours did make their retire, 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough deter. 
His hart like an Agot with your print impreſſed, 
Proud with his forme, in his eye pride expreſſed. 
Hu tongue all impacient to ſpeake and not ſee, 
Did ſtumble with haſte in his ey - ſight to bee, 
All ſences to that ſence did make their repaire, 
To tecle only looking on faireſt of faire: 
Mee thought all his ſenſes were lokt in his eye, 
As lewels in Chriſtall for ſome Prince to buy, (glaſt, 
Who tendring their owne worth from where they were 
Did poynt you tobuy them along as you paſi. 
His faces one margent did coate ſuch amazes, 
That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchaunted with gazes. 
Ile giue you Aquitaine, and all ihat is his, 
C3 Aaqd 


A pleaſant conceited Cumcuic - 


And you giue him for my ſake but one louing kifle, 
Prin. Come, to out Pauilion,Boyer is diſpolde. 
Bo. But to ſpeak that in words, which his eie hath diſc loſd. 

I onelie haue made s mouth of his eie, 


By adding a tongue which | know ill not lie. 


Lad. Thou art an old Loue- monger, & ſpeabeſt ſkilfully. 
Lad. — He is Cupid. Graundfather, and learnes newes 
ofh m. 

Lad. 3 Then was Yes like her mother, for her father is 
ve grim, [a4 | 

Bey. Do you heare my mad Weaches? 

Lad. No. 6 | 

Bey. M hat then, do you ſee? 

Lad. I, our way to be gone. 

Bey. You are too hard for mee. 


Exennt omnes. 


Enter Braggart and his Boy. 
Bra. Warble child, make pa>fionare my ſenſe of hearing. 
Bey. Concolinel _ | 
Brag. Sweete A per,go tendernes of yeeres, take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the Swaine, bring him feſtinatly hither, 
I] muſt imploy him in a letter to my loue, Þ 1 
By. Maiſlcr,will you win your love with a french braule? 
Breg. How meaneſt thou? brawling in French. | 
Boy. No my compkt Nlaiſter, but to Iigge off a tune at 
the tongues ence, canarie to it with your ſeete, humour it 
with vs. l your eylids, ſigli a note and (ing a note ſom- 
time through the throate, if you ſwallowed loue with ſing- 
ing loue ſometime through: noſe as if you inuffc vp loue by 
ſmelling loue with your hat penthouſe like ore the ſhop of 
your eyes. with your atmes croſt on your thinbel lies doblet 
hke a Rabbet on a ſpit, or your handes in your pocket like a 
man aſter the olde painting, and keepe not too long in one 
tune, but a ſuip and ax ay: theſe are cowplen:entes, theſe 
are humours, theſe berraic nice wenches that would be be · 
traied without theſe, and make them men of note: do you 
note men that molt are affected to tlieſe. 


Brag. How halt thou purchaſed this exyeric 


nee 


2 


called Loues Labor's loft. 
Boy. * my penne of obſeruatinn. 
Pr.. 


g. But o but o. 
Boy. The Hobbie- hot ſe is ſorgot. 
Brag. Calſt thou my loue Hobbi-horſe. 
Boy. No Mailter,the Hobbi- horſe is but a colt, and your 
love perhaps, a hacknic ; But haue you forgot your Louc? 

Brag. Almolt I had. FEY 

Boy. Necligent ſtudent, learne her by hart. 

Brag. By hart, and in hart boy. 

Boy. And out of hart Maiſter: all thoſe three I will 

roue. 

Brag. What wilt thou proue? 
Boy. A man, if live(and this)by,in,and without, ypon the 
inſtant : by hart you loue ber, becauſe your hart cannot come 
by her : in hart you loue her, becauſe your hart is in loue 
with her : and out of hart you loue her, being out of hatt 
that you cannot enioy her. 
Brag. I am all theſe three. 
Boy. — three times as much more, and yet nothing 
ata | 
Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muſt carrie me a letter. 
Boy. A meſſage well ſimpathild, a Horſe to be embaſſa- 

doure for an Aſle. 
Brag. Ha ha, Wharſaicſt thou? 
Boy. Marrie fir, you mult ſend the Aﬀe 
for he is veric ſlow gated ; but I go. 
Brag. The way is but ſhort, away. 
Boy. As ſwift as Lead ſir. 
Brag. The meaning prettie ingenius, is not Lead a mettal 
heauie, dull, and flow? | 
Boy. Minnime honeft Maiſter, or rather Maiſterno, 
Brag. Ifay Lead is flow. | 
Boy. You are too {ſwift ſit to ſay (o. 
Is that Lead ſlow which is ficrd from a Gunne? 
| Brag. Sweete ſmoke of Rhetorike, 
He teputes ine a Cannon, and the Bullet chats hee: 
I ſhoote thee at the Swaine, 
Boy. T hump then, and I flee. 
„ Brag. 


vpon the Horſe, 


ant conceited Comedic. | 


Erag. A moſt acute Tuuenall, volable and free of grace, 
By thy fauoui ſucete Welkin, I mult ſigh in thy face: 
Nloſt rude melancholie, Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald is returnd. 


Enter Page and Clowne. 
Pag. A wonder Maiſter, Heers a Coſi ard broken in a ſhin- 
Ar. Someenigma, ſome tiddle, come, thy Lenwy begin, 
Cle. No egina, no riddle, no enuoy, no ſalue, in thee male (ir. 
O tir, Plantan, a pline Plantan: no ſenucy, no ſenucy, no Salue 
ſir, but a Plantan, 

Ar. By vertue thou inforceſt laughter, thy ſillie thought, 
my ſpleene, the heauing of my lunges prouokes me to radi- 
culous ſmyling: O pardone me my ſtarres, doth the incon- 
ſiderate take ſalue ſor lenuoy, and the word lenucy for a ſalue? 

Tag. Do the wiſe thinke them ocher, is not 8 a falue f 

A. No Page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe to make plaint;, 
Some oblcute pteſedence that hath toſore bin ſaine. 
Iwill example it. 

T he Fox, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 
Were fill at oddes being but three. 
Ther's the motrall: Now the ſenuoy. 
Peg. I will adde the knuoy, ſay the morrall againe. 
Ar. The Foxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 
Were (till at oddes, being but three. 
Pag. Vntill the Goole came out of donre, 
And ſtaied the oddes by adding ſoure. 


Now will Ibegin your morrall, and do you follow with 
my leuua y. 
The Foxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 
Woere ſtill at oddes, being but three, 
Arm. Vntill the Gooſe came out of doore, 
Stay in g the oddes by adding foure. 
Tag. A good Lenwoy, ending in the Gooſe t woulde yo u 
_ echremore? 7 9 
Cle. The Boy hath ſold him a bargaine,a Gooſe, hat's flat. 
Sir, your penny-worth is good, and your Gooſe be ſat. 
To ſella . well is as cunning as ſaſt and looſe: c 
| | ER 


called Loues Labor's loſt. 


Let me ſec a fat Lenroy, I thats a fat Gooſe. (begin? + 


Arm. Come hither, come hither 3; How did this argumet 
Boy. By laying that a ¶ card was broken in a ſhin, 
Then cald you for the Lenuoy. $I (in, 

(low. True, and I for a Plantan, thus came your argument 
Then the boyes fat Lenuoy, the Gooſe that you bought, 

and he ended the market. : 

Ar. But tel me, How was there a Coſtard broken in a ſhin? 

Pas. Iwill tell you ſencibly. | | 

Clw. Thou haſt no feeling of it Math, I will ſpeake that 
T (o/tard running out, that was ſafely within, ( Lenuoy. 
Fell ouer the threſhold; and broke my ſhin. 

Arm. We will talke no more of this matter. 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the ſhin, 

Arm, Sirra Coſtard,l will infranchile thee. 

Clw. Omarrie me to one Francis, I ſmell ſome Lenny, 

ſome Goole in this. | | 

Arm, By my ſweete ſoule,I meane, ſetting thee at libertie. 
Enfreedoming thy perſon : thou wert emured, reſtrained, 
captiuated, bound, 

Clown. True, true, and now you wilbe my purgation, 
and let me looſe. 31 | 

Arm. I giue thee thy libertie, ſet thee from dutance, and int 


lewe thereof, impoſe on thee nothing but this: Beare this 
ſignificant tothe countrey Maide Iaguenetta: tiere is remu- 
neration, for the beſt ward of mine honour, is rewarding 


my dependants. Moth, follow. 
Pag. Like the ſequell I. Signeur Coſtardadew. . Exit. 
C.ow. My ſweete ouce of mans fleſh, my in- conie Ie: 
Now will I looke to his remuneration . 
Remuneration, O that's the latine word for three-farthings: 
T hree-farthings remuration, What's the price of thisyade? 
i. d. no, Ile give you a remuneration ; Why? it carries it re- 


muneration; Why? it is a fayrer name then French- Crowne, 


I will neuer buy and (ell out of this word, 
Enter Berowne. © 
Ber. O my good knaue.Coſtard, exceedingly well met. 
Cu. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 


D a man 
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A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
aman buy for a remuneration? ; 
Ber. O what is a remuneration? 
Ceſt. Marie fir, halfepennie farthing. ; 
| 2 2 then N worth of Silke. | 
Coft. Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you ed 
Ber. O ſtay land. I muſt * thee. 18897 ; 1 
As thou wilt win my fauour, e my knaue, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreate. 
* Clow. When would you haue it done ſir? 
Ber. O this aftet- noone. 
Claw. Well, I will do it ſir: Fare you well. 
Ber. O thou kno weſt not what it is. 
Claw. I ſhall know fir when I haue done it. 
Ber. Why villaine, thou muſt know farlt. 
| Clo. Iu ill come to your worſhip to motrow morning, 
Ver. It muſt be done this after noone, 
Harke ſlaue, itis but this?: 
The Princefle comes to hunt here in the Parke, 
And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie: LEP. 
When tongues ſpeake ſweetely;then they name her name, 
And Refilne they call her, aſlee for her: == 
And to her white hand ſee thou do commend 
This feald-vp counſaile, Ther's thy guerdon t goe. 
Cr. Gardon, O ſweete gardon, better then remuneratio, 
2 leuenpence · ſarthing bet: er: moſt ſweete gardon. I will 
doit fir in print: gardon remuneration. | 


4 73 | R 
Ver. O and I ſorſoch in loue, I chat haue been loues whip? 
A verie Bedell to a humerous ſigh, 2 Crietick, nay a night- 


Watch Conſlable, 
A domimecring pedant ore the Boy, then whom no mor- 
ee e ed wayward B.,. 

is wimpled whyning purblind wayward Boy, 
This enter 2 geuffe dan ( upid, 
Regent of Loue · rimes, Lord of folded armes, 
T ivannoynted ſoueraigne of 2 and gtoones: 
Liege of ai loyteters and ma e content:? 
© Dread Prince of Place ats, King of Codpeeces. 


Sole 


* 


called Loues Labor's boft. 


Sole Emperator and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators(O my litle hart.) 
And Ito be a Corporall of his ficlde, 
And weare his coloures like a Tumblers hoope, 
What? [ loue, I ſue, I ſeelce a wife, | 
A woman that is like a lermane Cloake, 
Still a repairiagzcuer out of frame, 
And neuer going a rightzbeing a Watch: 
But being watcht, that it may {till go right. 
Nay to be periurde, which is worlk of all: N | 13 
And among three to loue the worſt of all, 
A whitly wanton, with a veluet brow, | 
Wiel two pitch balles ſtuc ke in her face for eyes. 
I and by heauen, one that will do the deede, 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her garde. 
And Il to feb for her, to watch for her, 
To pray for her, go to: it is a plague 
That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect, 
Of his almightie dreadfull little might. 
Well, I will loue, write, ſigh, pray, ſnue, grone, 
Some men muſt loue my Ladie, and ſome Ione, - 


Enter the l Forreſter, her Ladyes, 
and ber Lerdes | 


Quee. Was that the king that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard; 
Againſt the ſteepe vp tiſing of the hill? * 
Fer. Ikno nor, but I thinke it was not he. 
wee. Whoere a was, a ſhowd a mounting minde, . 

Well Lords,to day we ſhall haue our diſpatch, 

Ore Sarerday we will returne to Fraunce. 
Then Forreſter my friend, Where is the Buff 
That we mult ſtand and play the muctherer in? 

Forr, Heereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the taireſt ſhoote, 

Qunee. Ithanke my Beautie, l am faire that ſhoote, - 

And thereupon thou ſpeakſt the faireſt ſhoote.. 

Ferr. Pardon me Madam, for I meant not lo, 


D 2. — | A i Qnee, » 
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A plea fant conceited Comedies: 
Auer. What, what Firſt praiſe mee, and againe ſay no; 
Ochort v nes Not faire? alacke for woe 8 


Fer. Yes Madam faire. 
Quee. Nay, ncuer paint me now, 
Where faire is not, ptaiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Heere( good my glaſle)take this for telling trewi 
Faire payment for foule wordes, is more then dew. 
For. No thing but faire is that which you inherrit. 
Quee. See ſee, my beautic wilbe ſau'd by merrit, 
O hereſy im faire, fit for theſe dayes, 
A giuing hand,thoughfowle,ſhall haue faire praiſe. 
But come, the Bow: Now Mercie goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill: 
Thus will I ſaue my Credite in the ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pittie would not let me doote. 
If wounding 1 it was to ſnew my skill, 
That more for praiſe, then purpoſe meant to kill. 
And out ot queſtion ſo it is ſometimes: 
_ Glorie growes guyltie of deteſted crimes, 
When tor Fames ſake, for praiſe an out ward part, 
We bend to that, the working of the hart. 
As Ifor praiſe alone now ſeeke to ſpill 
The poore Deares blood,thatmy harr meanesno ill, 
| Boy. Do not curſt wiues hold tharſelfe-ſoncraigntie 
Onely for praiſe ſake, when they ſtriue to be 
Lords ore their Lordes? : 
Quec. Onely for praiſe, and praiſe we may sfford, 
To any Lady thatſubdewes a Lord, "4 
Enter Clowne. © © 
Boyer, Here comes a member of the common wealth. 
Civ, God dig-you-den al, pray you which is the head lady? 
Que. Thou ſhalt know her follow by the reſt that haue no 
Cow. Which is the greateſt Ladie, the higheſt? (heads, 
Que c. The thickeſt, and the talleſt. 
Cb. The thickeſt, and the talleſt: it is ſo,trueth is trueth. 
And your waſte Miftrs were as ſlender as my wit, 
One a thee Nlaides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fir. 
Arc not you the chicks woman? Tou are the thickeſt . | 
: . 6 


1 


called Lones Labor's loft. 


Quee. Whats your will fir? Whats your will? 
Clow. Thauea Letter from Monſiet Berowne, 
to one Ladie Roſaline. BE 
a O chy letter, thy letter: He's a good friend of mine. 
Stand a ſide good bearer, Boyer you can carue, 
Breake vp this Capon. . © | 
Boyer lam bound to ſerue. 
This letter is miſtooke t it importeth none heere, 
It is writ to Jaquenetta, 
uce. We will reade it, I Fweare. | 1 
Breake the necke of the Waxe, and euery one giue are. 
Boyet BY heauen, that thou art faire, is moſt infallible 
reedes. S true that thou att beautious, ttueth it ſelfe that 
thou art louelie: more fairer then faire,beautifull then beau- 
tious, truer then trueth it ſelfe: haue comileration on thy 
-heroicall Vaſſall. The magnanimous and molt illuſtrate 
King (opherua ſets eie vpon the pernicious and indubitate 
Begger Zenelephon : and he it is was that might rightly ſay, 
Vem, vidi, vici: Which to annothanize in he vulgar, O baſe 
and obſcure vulgar ; videliſet, He came, See, and ouercame: 
He came, one; 2. two; couercame, three. Who came? the. 
King. Why did he come? to ſee. Why did he ſee? to ouer- . 
come. To whom came he: to the Begger. Whatſaw he? the . 
Begger. Who ouercame he? the Begger. The concluſion is 
victorie: On whoſe ſide? the King: the captiue, is inticht, on 
whole ſide? the Beggers. The cataſtrophe is a Nuptiall, on 
whole ſide? the Kinges :no, on both in one, or one in both, 
Tam the King(for ſo ſtandes the compariſon)thou the egg _ © 
ger, for ſo witneſſeth thy lowlincs. Shall I commande thy © | 
louc?I may, Shall Ienforce thy loue? I coulde. Shall I en- 
treate mY loue? I will. What, halt thou exchange for raggs 
roabes,for tictles tytles, for thy ſelfe, mee. Thus expecting 
thy replie, I prophaue my lippes on thy foote, my eyes on 
thy picttute, and my hart on thy euerie part. 
Thine in the deareſt deſigne of induſtri, 


Don Adriana de Armatho. 


D 3 „ | Thins 


A pleaſant conceited Comedit. 


Thus doſt thou heare the nemean Lion roarc, 
Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that ſtandeſt as his pray? 
Submisſiue fall his princely teete before, 
And he from forrage will inclinc to play. 
But it thou ſtriue( poore ſoule)what art thou then? 
Foode for his rage, repaſture ſor his den. 
Quee. What plume of fethers is he that indited thisletter? 
What vainer What Wethercock? Did you euer heare betrer? 
Boy, Iam much deceiued, but I remember the ſtile, 
2 Els your memorie isþad, going ore it ere while. 
Boh. This Armagdo is a d that keepes here in court, 
A Phantaſime a * done that makes ſport 
To the Prince and his Boolce- mates. 
Quee, Thou fellow.a worde. 
Who gaue thee chis letter 
Claw, Frolde you, my Lord, 
Quee. To whom ſhouldſt thou giue i? 
Claw, From my Lord to my Ladie. 
Quer. From which Lord, to which Ladic? 
| — From my Lord Berewne, a good Maiſter of mine, 
To a Ladie of France, that he calde Reſale, 
Que, I hou haſt miſtaken his letter. Come Lords wer. 
Here ſu eete, put yp this,twilbethineannother day, 
Bey. Who is the ſhooter? Who is che ſhooter? 
-  Reſa, Shall Iteach you to know, 
Bey. I my continent of beautic. 
Roſi, Why ſhethat beares the Bow. Finely put off. 
Foy, Niy Lady goes to kill horncs, but it thou marrie, 
hang me bychenecke, if horns tha yeete miſcaie. 
Fi inely put on. 
Jah Weil then Lam the ſhooter. 
y. And whois your Deare? 
275 If we hel by the hornes, your! (elle come not 


neare. Finely put on in deede. 
Alis. Tou ſtiila ogy with her Beyer, and ſhe likes 


1 the brow.. . 
But ſne her falſe is hit low er: Hue I hit her now? 


Was; 


called Loues Labor's left. 


was a man when King 7:ppen of Frannce was a licle boy, as 
couchjug the hit it. 

Boy. So I may anſwere thee with one as olde that was a 
woman when queene Suinouer of Btittaine was a lule wench 
as tochin their it, 

Roſa. Thou canſt not hit it, hit it, hit it, 

Thou canſt not hit it my good man. Exit 
And I cannot, cannot, cannot: and I cannot, an other 
Clo, By my troch molt pleſant, how both did fit iti. (can, 

M.. A matke marue nous wel ſhot, ſor they both hid hit. 

Bo. A mark, O mark but that maik: a mark ſaies my Lady. 
Let the mark haue a prick int, to meate at, if it may be. 

Aſur. Wide a the bow hand, yſaith your hand is out. 

Cl, Indeed a muſt ſhoot nearer, ot hele neate hit the clout. 

Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 
Cb. Then will ſhe get the ypſhoot by eleauing the. is in. 

Ma. Come come, you talke greaſely, your lips grow fowle, 

Ci. Shes to hard for you at chefs challeng her to bowle 
Bo. | feare too mad rubbing:good night my good owlc, 
Ch, By my ſoule a Swaine, a molt hmple Ciowne. 

Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and Fhaue put him downe, 

O my troth moſt ſweere ieſtes, moſt income yulgar wit, 
Whenit comes ſo ſmoochly oft, fo obſcenly as it were, ſo fit. 
Armatho ach toothen ſide, o a molt daintie man, 

To ſee him walke betore a Lady, and to beate her. Fann. 
To fee him kifle his hand, & how moſt ſweetly a wil tweares 
And his Page atother fide, that handſull of wit, 

Ah heauens, it is moſt patheticall nit, 
Sowla, ſowla. 3 Excunt. Shoot within. 
Enter Dall, Flelifernes, the Pedant and Nathaniel. 

Nat. Very reverent ſport truly, and done in che teſtunonie 
of a good conſcience. e313: 1 
ed. The Deare was(as you know) ſanguis in blood, ripe 
at the Pom water, who now hangeth like a lewel in the care 
of ¶ u the ſkie, the welken the heauen, & anon talleth like 
2 Crab on the ſace of Terra. the ſoyle, che land, he earth. 

C Nath. Truely RI. Holiaſernets, the epythithes are 
ſweetly vatried like a ſc holler at the leaſt; but {ir I aſſure ve 
it was a Bucke of the fitſt head. Hel- 


A pleaſant cauceited Comeate? 
HFlolo. Sir Nathaxicl, baud credo. 
Dul. T was not a haud credo, iwas a Pricket. 
Holo. Molt barbarous intimation: yet a kind of inſinua- 
mon, as it were in via, in way of explication ſacere : as it were 
teplication, or rather aſtentare, to ee as it were his inc lina- 
tion after his vndreſſed, vnpoliſhed, vneducated, vnpruned, 
vntrained, or rather vnlettered, ot rathereſt vnconfumed fa- 
ſhion, to 1oſert again my haud cred) for a Deare. 1 
Dul. I ſaid the Deare was not a baud credi, twas a Plicket. 
Hole. T wice ſodd ſimplicitie, bis coctus, O thou monſter 
ignorance, How deformed dooſt thou looke 
Nh. Sir he hath neuer fed of the dainties that are bred 
min a booke. X 
He hath not eate paper as it were: he hath not drunke inck, 
His intelle is notrepleniſhed, he is only an annimall, only 
ſenſible in the duller partes: and ſuch barren plantes are 
ler before vs, that we thankful ſhould be: which we talte, 
and feeling, are for thoſe partes that doe fructifie in vs 
more then he, (coole, 
For as it would ill become me to be vaine, indiſtreell, or a 


So were there a patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him in a ſchole. 


Hut mme bene ſay I, being of an olde Fathers minde, 


A Many can broołe the weather, that love npt the winde. 


Dull. Voutwo are book- men, Can you tel me by your wit, 
What was a month old at Cams birth, that's not fiue weeks 
old as yet? 
Hole. Dictiſima goodman Dull, diftiſana goodman Dull. 
'Dul. What is aittima? 3 | 
Nath. Artitle to Phebe,to Luna, to the eIcome. (more. 
Holo. The Moone was a month old when dum was no 
And rought not to fiue-weeks when he came to fiueſcore. 


5 Th alluſion holdes in the Exchange. (change. 


Dal. Tis true in deede, the Colluſion holdes in the Ex- 
Holo. God comfort thy capacitie, I ſay th alluſion holdes 


in the Exchange 
Dul. And i ſay ** holdes in the Exchange: for 


the Moone. is neuer but a month olde: and I ſay beſide 
thar,was a Pricket that the Princeſſe kild. 


Sir 


called Tauer Labor's loft... | 1 

Heb. Sir N athamel,will you heare an extemporall Fpy» 
taph on the death of the Dearc, and to humour the LE 
tault cald the Deare : the Princeſſe kild a Pricket. 
| Nath. Perge, good NI. Holifernes perge, {o it ſhall pleaſe 


you to abrogate {quurilitie. 


Hoh. I wil ſomthing affect the letter, for it argues facilitie, 


The prayfull Princeſſe pearſt and prickt 

* prettie pleaſing Pricket, 5 
Some ſay a Sore, but not a ſore, 

till now made ſore with ſhooting, 
The Dogges did yell, put ell to Sore, 

then Sorell iumps from thicket: 
Or Pricket-ſore, or els Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting, 
If Sore be fore, then el to Sore, * 
makes fiftie ſores o forells 
Ofone ſore I an hundred make 

by adding but one more l. 


Nath. A rare talent. 
w, looke how he clawes him 


Dull. It a talent be a cla 
wich a talent. 216 ; 

Nat. This is a gyftthat I haue ſimple: ſimple, a fooliſh. 
extrauagant ſpirit, full of formes, figures, ſhapes, obiectes, 
1dcas,apreheotions,motions,reuolutions, Theſe are begot in 
the ventricle of Memorie, nouriſht in the wombe of prima- 
ter, and delivered ypon the mellowing of occaſion i But the 
gyft is good in thoſe whom it is acute, and Lam thankfull 
for it. 

Hole, Sir, I prayſe the L. for you, and ſo may my pariſhi- 
oners, for their Sonnes are well tuietd by you, and their 
— profice very greatly vndet you: you are a good 
member af the common wealth. | 

Nath. Me hercle, yf their Sonnes be ingenous, they ſhal 
waut no inſtruction: If theit Daughters be capable, I will 
put it to the m. But Di- {4p15 qui pauca laguitur, a ſoule Femi- 
nine ſaluteth v8. 1 

. Eu 


E 


Nb. ron, quaſi P 
be pcrit, Which is the one? © 
emaſter,he th 


te vnde, que non te perreche. Olde Mantuan, olde Manuan, 

Who eee not, loues thee not, vr re ſol la mi fa: 

Vuder pardon fir, What are the contentes? or rather as Her- 

race ſayes in his, W hat my ſoule verſes. 

Fel I fir, and very learned. 
Nath. Let me heare a ſtaffe, a ſtauze, a verſe, Leg 

It Loue make me forſworne, how ſhall I ſweare to loue? 

Ah neuer fayth could bold, yf not to beautie vowed. 


* : 0 


I tough to my ſelfe forſworne, to thee Ile faythfull prone, 

Thoſe thoughts to me were Okes,to thee like Ofiers bowed 

Studie his byas leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes. 
Where all choſe pleaſures line, that Art would comprehend. 

| Ifknowledge be the marke,to know thee ſhall ſuffile. 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend, 

All ignorant that ſoule, tliat ſees rhee without wonder. 

Which is to mee ſome prayſe,that I thy partes admire, 

Thy eie Jones lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadful thũder 

Which not to anger beat, is muſique, and ſweete flgr. 

this wrong, 


F 


Celeſtiall as thou att, Oh pardon loue 


T har ſinges heauens ptayſe, with ſuch an earthly tong. 
Pedan. You finde not the apoſtraphas, and ſo miſſe the 

acc ent. Let me ſuperviſe the cangenet. q 
Nath, Here are onely numbers tatefied, but for the ele · 


gancie, 


called Lones Labur . 21. 


gancie, facilitie, and golden cadence of 1 e cæret: Oniddius 
Naſo was the man. And whyin deed ſo, but for ſmel- 
ling out the odcriferous flowers of fancie? the ierkes of in- 
uention imitarie is nothing: So doth the Hound his maiſter, 
the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horſo his ridet: Bur D 
n Was this directed t i- 
ag. Iſir com one mo er Beronne, one of the lrange 

Quecnes Lordes. 
b. I will over lune the ſ uperſcrip. 
o the ſnow-white hand of the moſt hewtiaus Lady Roſaline. 
I will jooke 2gaineon the intellect 4 the letter, for the no- 

mination of the partie at itten to ihe perſon written vnto. 

Tour tn all deſired imployment, Berowne. 

Ped. Sir Holofernes, this Berowne is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath framed a letter to a ſequent 
of che — er Queenes: which accidentally, or by the way 
of progresſion, 500 miſcarried. Trip and goe my ſweete, 
deliuer thi Paper into the roy all hand of the King, it may 
concerne much: ſtay not thy complement, 1 forgine thy 


devytie adue. 
Good Coſtard go with me: fic God ſaue your life, 


Mayd, 
2 Haue with thee my gule. Exit. 
Holo. Sir you haue done is in the feare of God vetie reli- 
giouſly: — as a certame Father ſaith h 

Ped. Sir tell not mee ofthe Father, I dofeare colourable 
coloures. But to retutne to the Verſes, Did they pe you 
fir N athemel? 

N.th. Marueilous well for the 

Peaa. I do dine today at the yl wi acertaine pupill of 
mine, where if (before repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to gratifie 
the table with a Grace, I will on my priuiledge I have with 
the parentes ofthe forelaid childeor pupill, v+derrake your 
bien venuto, where I will proue thoſe Verſes to be very vn- 
learned, neither ſauouring of Poetrie, wit, nor · inuention. 
I beſcech your ſocietie. 

Nath. And thanke you to: for ſoeletie (ſaich the text) 
is che happines of liſe. 
y Tous And certes 5 thetex: 1 infallibly goneludes l. 

Se || 


Su: 


Apple fant conceited Collie. 1 
Sir I do inuite you too, you ſhall not ſay me nay: pauca verb a. 
Away, the gentles are at their game, and we will to our re- 


Creation, 24 Exennt. 
Enter Berne with u paper in his hand, alone. | 
Berowv. The King heis hunting the Deare, BOS 


1 * courſing my ſelfe. 1 
hey hane piteht a Toyle, I am toyling in a pytch, pytck 
that defiles; defi'e a rh worde : Well, . downe 
ſorrou for ſo they lay the foole ſayd, and ſo lay I, and I the 
feo'e: Well proued wit. | By the Lord this Loue is as madd 
as Aiax it kills Sheepe, it kills mee, I a Sheepe well prooued 
againe ainy ſide, I will not loue; if Ido hang mee: I'fayth 
I will not. O but her eye : by this light, but for her cye, I 
would notloucher; yesforhertwo Well, Ido nothing 
in the world but lie, and lie in my throate, By heauen l doe 
Jone, and it hath taught me to rime, and to be mallicholie: 
and heere is part of my Rime, and here my mallicholie. 
Well, ſhe hath one a*my Sonnets alte ady, the Clowne bore 
it, the Foole ſent it, 3 1 hath it: ſweete Clowne, - 
{ſweeter Foole, ſweeteſt Lady. By the worlde, I woulde noe 
care a pin, if the other three were in. Heere comes one with 
a paper, God giue him grace to grone. 

He ſtandes a ſide. The King entreth. 


; "= Ay mee! EIS | 
Be. Shot by heauen, proceed ſweet Cupid, thou haſt humpt 
him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp tin fayth ſecrers, 
King. So ſweete a kiſſe the golden Sunne giues not, 
Io thoſe treſn morning drepps ypon the Role, 
As thy eye beames, when their freſh t ayſe haue ſmot. 
The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flowes. 
Nor ſhines the ſiluer Moone one halſe ſo bright, | 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deepe, 
As dotſi thy face through teares of mine giue light: 
Thou ſhinſt in euetie teate that I do weepe, 
No drop but as a Coach doth carric thee; 
So tideſt thou rriumphing in my we. 
Do but beholde the teares that lwell in me, 
Aud they thy glotie through my griefe will ſhow: 


called Lones Labor's loff. 


But do not loue thy ſelſe, then thou will keepe 

My teares for glaſſes, and ſtill make me weepe. 

O Queene of gueenes, how fatre dooſt thou excell, 

No tnought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How fhall ſhe know my griefes? Ile drop the paper- 

Syveete leaues ſhade ſolhe. Who is he comes hecre? 
T- Enter -Longauill, The King ſteps a fade, 

What Longauill, and reading: liſten eare. 

Berow, Now in thy likeneſſe, one more foole appeare, 
Long. Ay mee! Fam forſworne, : 
Papers. 


& 


' 


Berow, Why ne comes in lite a-periure, wearing 
Long. In loue I hope, ſweete fellow ſſup in ſham 
Ber. One drun kard loues an other of the name. 
Lo. funl the firſt that haue been periurd ſo? 
Ber. I could put thee in comſort, not by two that l know, 
T hou makeſt the triumpherie, the corner cap of ſocietie, 
The ſhape of Loues Tiburne, that hanges vp Simplicitie. 
Long. I feare theſe flubborne lines lacke power to move, 
O ſweete Naria, Empreſſe of my Love, 
T heſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe, 
Ber. O Runes are gar des on wanton Capido hoſe, 
Die figure not his Shop. _ 
Long. This ſame ſhall go. le reades the Sonnet. 
Did not the heanenly Rethorique of thine eye, 
Gaioſt whom the world cannot holde argument, 
Perſwade my hart to this falſe periutie / 
Vowesfor thee broke deſerue ot puniſhment. / 
A Woman I ſorſwore, but I wilt proue, | 
Thou being a Goddeſſe. I forſwore northee, 
My Vow wi <erthly, chou a heauenty Loue. 
Thy grace being gainde, cures all diſgrace in mee. 
Vowes are buc breath, and breath a vapoure is. 
Then thou faite Sunne, which-on my carth dooſtſchine, 


Exhalſt tlus vapour · vo in chee it ij: 
It broken then, x is no fault of minet 
If by mee broke, M hat foole is not fo wiſe, 

To looſe an oth, to winn a Pattadife? 
Bero, This is the lyuer veine, which makes fleſb a deitie. . 
Ez Agteene 


A plea nt 3 C i medlic. ö 


A greene Gooſe, a Goddeſſe, pute pure ydotarie. 
God amende an amende, we are much out ty way. 


£ Tee. Dumdine. 
Long. wy Eb ſhali Ltendthis(cowpanie?) Stay. 
1 All hid, all nid, an olde infant play, 
Like a demie God, here ſit L in the ilie, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedſuliy ore ey. 
More Sacks to the myll. O heauens I have m yh. 
Dumane transformed, fouxe Woodcocks in 3 dy, 
Duma. O moll deuine Kate. 4 
Berow, O moſt prophane coxcombe. 
Duma. By heauen the woouder in a. nortall eyes 
Ber. By earth ſhe is not, corpotall. there you ly. 
Dun. Her Amber Neisse fqule hathamber coted. 
Ber, An amber. colourd Rauen was well noted, 
Duma, As vpright as the Ceder. 
Ber. Stogpe I ſay, her ſhoulder is with child, 
uma. As faire as day. 
Ber. T as ſome da — * then no Sunne muſt ſhine. 
Duma, O that 1 my wilh? 
Long. And! had mine. 
Ring. And mine too good Lord. 
Ber. Amen, ſa I had mige z Is not chat a good word? - 
Duma. I would forget her, but a Feuer ſhee 
Raignes in my blood, and will temembred be. 1 
Ber. A Feuer ia your blood, why then inciſion 
Would let her out in Sawcers,lweete miipriſon. 


\ 


Dum. Once more Ile reade the Odo that Ihaue writ. 


Ber. Once mote lle marke how Loue an vartie Wit. 
Dunne reads bus Sonnet. . 
On 2 day,alacke the day: 
, Love, whole Month is euer May: 
Spied a bloſſome paskng faire, 
* "06 fr in the wanton aue: 
Through the Veluer,leaues the: wind, 
All vnſe dene, can paſlage finde « 


IRIS ke to dab, 


Nee: 4 = WW, Elk 
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Wiſh himſelſe the heauens breatbß %, 1 
Ayre (quoih he) thy cheekes may blow, 
Ayre would T migit triuimpli ſo. 
But alacke my hand is ſworne, = _ 
Nere to plucke thec from thy throne 
Vow alacke for youth vnmeete, 
Youth ſo apt to pluck a ſMeete. 
Do not call it ſinne in me, 
That lam forſworne for thees 
Thou tor whom [xe would ſweare, 
Inno but an e/Ethiop were, 
And denie himſelfe for Joue, 
Turning mortall tor thy loue, 
This will Iſend, and ſomethiag els more plaine, 
That ſhall expreſſe my trucloues faſting paiac. 
O would the Kung, Berowne, and Longauull, 
Were Louers too, ill to example ill, 
Woul from my forehead wipe a periurde notes | 
For none offende, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumaine thy Loue is farre from charitie, 
That in loues griefe deficſt ſociegies __ E 
You may looke pale, but I hovld bluſh Iknow, 

To be ote- hard and talcen napping ſo. 
K mg. Come ſir, you bluſh; as his, your caſe is ſuch, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much.. 
You do uot loue Mt Lonmgaẽỹ t. 
Did never Sonnet for het ſake compile, „ 
Nor ncuet lay his wreathed armes ath wart 
His louing boſome, to keepe downe his hatt. 
I have been cloſely ſhrowded in this buſuj, ,... . 
And markt you both, and foi you both did bluſb. „ 
I heard your guyltie 1 our faſhions * 
Saw ſi hes reeke from — — yout paſhi 
Ay mee ſayes one! O Iaue the other crye “ 
One her haires were Golde, Chriſtal che others eyes. 
Lou would for Partadiſe breake Fayth aud troth, 
And loue tor your Loue od infunge ap oth, 
What will Berowne ay when that he ſhall heare : 
F 4 Fayth 


And Neftor play at 
And Crmrick Tyne luu 
Where lies thy griefe, tell me good Dumaine? 
And gentle — where lies thy paine? 
And where my 


A pleaſunteoncertell Comedie:- 
Fayth infringed, which ſuch zeale did ſweare. 
How vill he ſcorne, how will he ſpende his wit?: 
How will he criumphJeape,and laugh at uf 
For all the wealth that ever 1 did fee, ; 
I would-not haue him know ſo much by mee. 
Bero. Now ep Ifoorth co whip hipocriſie. 
Ah good my Lei ge, Fpray thec pardon mee. 
Good hart, What grace half thou thus toreproue- 
Theſe WormesforJoujng, that art molt in loue? 
Your eyes do make no couches in your teares. 
There is nocertaioe Princefle that appeares. 
Youle not be petiurde, tis a hatefull thing: 


Tuſh, none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting. 


But are you not a ſhamed? nay, are you not 


All three of you, to be thus much ore*ſhor? 


You found tus Moth, the King your Moch did ſest 

But la Beame do nde in cack of three. 

O what a Scæne of foolrie haue I ſeene, 
ones, of ſorrow, and of teeneꝛ 


iedges? all about the breſt. 
A Caudlehouj © © 


Kmg. Too bitter is thyieſt, 


Are we betrayed thus to thy ouer - view 
Ber. Not you by mee, but I betrayed to you. 
T chat am Honeſt, I that holde it ſinne 
To breałe the vow Lam ingaged in. 
I am berrayed by keeping companie 
With men like men of inconftancie. 
When ſhall you ſee mee u rite a thing in timeꝰ 


Qr grone for lone? or ende a minutes time, | 


called Loues Labor's loft. 
In pruning mee when ſhall you heare that I will prayſe 2 
hand, a foote, a face, an eye : a gate,allate,a bio a bteſt, 
a walt, a legge, a limme. 
Kung. Soft, Whither a way ſo faſt? 
A true man, or a theefe, that gallops ſo, 
Ber, I poſt from Leue, good Lover let me go. | 
Iaqu. God bleflethe King. Enter Iaquenetta and Clone. 
Aug. M bat preſent haſt chou there? 
Clow, Some certaine treaſon, 
Kg. What makes treaſon heere? oy 
Clw, Nay it makes nothing fir, 
Kg. If it marr nothing neither, 
The treaſon and you goe in peace away togeather, 
Iaque, I beſeech your Grace let this Letter be read, 
Our perſon miſdoubts u : twas treaſon he ſaid. 
King, Beronne reade it ouer. He reades the letter. 
Ring. Where hadſt thou it? 
lagn. Of (iſterd. 
Pa Where hadſt thou it? 
Coſt. Of Dun eAdramadio, Dun eAdramadio. 
. Km, How now, What is in you? Why doſt thou teare it? 
Ber. A toy my Leedge, a toy:your grace needs not feare it. 


Long, It did moue hum to patzion, & therfore lets heare it. 


Dum. It is Berownes writing, and heete is his name. 
Berow, Ah you whoteſon loggerhead, you were borne to 
do me ſhame, 172 : 
Guiltie my Lord, guiltie : coofeſle, I confeſſe. 
Kung. What? | Fl (me 
Ber. That you three ſooles, lackt me foole,to make vp the 
Nee, hee, and you: and you my Leege, and I, 
Are pick-purſes in Loue, and we deleruego.dic, 
O Gvifmiſlc this audience, and I ſhall tell you more, 
Duma. Now the num bet is cuen. 
Bero. True true we are fowet : wilkiheſe turtles be gon?” 
King Hence firs, a way. . 8 
Cum. Walke aſide the true folke, and let the traytots ſtay. 
Ber Sweete Lords, ſweete Lovers, O let vs imbrace, 
As uue we are as fleſh and biood can be, 


F The 


. ———_ 
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A, pleajant concemea Comeaie: 
The Sca will ebb and flow, heauen ſhew his face: 


Loung blood doth not obay an olde decree, 


We can not croſlethe cauſe why we were bornet 
Therefore of all handes muſt we be tor: worne, 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſh:w ſome loue of thine? 

Ber. Did they quoth you? Who ſees the heauenly Raaline, 
(like a rude and ſauadge man of Inde.) 

At the firſt opning of the gorgious Ealt, 

3owes not his vaſſall head, and ſtrooken blind. 

Kiſſes the bafe ground with obedient breaſt. = 

What peromptot ie Eagle-ſighted ee 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her maieſtie? 

King. Whatzeale,what furie, hath inſpirde thee now? 
My Louc(her Miſtres) is a gracious Moone, 
Shee (an attending State) ſcarce ſeene alight, 

Ber. My eyes ate then no eyes, nor 1 Berowne, 
O, but for my Loue, day would turne to night, 
Of all complexions the culd ſoucraigntic, 
Do meete as at a faire in her faite cheelce, 
Where ſeuerall worthies make one dignitie, 
Where nothing wantes,that want it ſelfe doth ſecke, 
Lend me the floriſh of all gentle tongue, 
Fie paynted Rethoricke,O ſhee needes it not, 
To thinges of ſale, a ſellexs prayſe belonges: 
She oil prayſe, then prayſe too ſhort doth blot. 


A witherd Hermighthuelcore winters worne, 


 Mightſhake off 


n, in her eye: 
Beautie doth varviſh Age, as if new borne, 
And giues the Cruteh the Cradles infancie. 
Otis che Sunne that malteth all thinges ſhine. 

K img. By heauen, thy Loue is blac ke as Ebonie. 
Ferow. Is Ebonie like her / O word deuine ! 
A wife ofſuch wood were felicitie. * 
O who can give an oth? Where is a boote 
That! 3 Beautie doth beautie lacke, 
If that ſhe learne not of her eye to looke: , 
No face is fayre that is not full ſo blacke, 


called Laue, Labor's bft. 


Ning. O paradox,Blacke is the badge of Hell, 
The hue of dungions,and the Schoole of night: 
And beauties creſt becomes the heauens well, 

Ber. Diuels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirites of light. 
O if ia blacke my Ladyes browes be deckt, 
It mournes, that painting vſurping haire 
Should rauiſh dooters with a talſe _— 

And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke fayre. 

Her fauour turnes the faſhion ofthe dayes, 

For natiue blood is counted paynting now 

And therefore redd that would auoyde diſprayſe, 

Paintes it ſelfe blacke, to imitate her brow. | 
Dama, Tolookelike herare 8 blake. 

: . And fince her timeare Collicrs counted bright, 

King. And e/thiops of their ſweete complexion crake, 

Duma. Darke needes no Candles now, for darke is light. 

Ber, Your Miſtreſſes dare neuer come in rai ne, | 
For feare their colours ſhould be waſht away. 

Kung. T were good yours didifor fir to 6 (00 plaine, 

Ile finde a fayrer Too not waſhe to day. | 

Ber. Ile proue her faire,ortalke till doomſe- day heere, 
King. No Diuel will fright thee then ſo much as ſhee. 
Duma. I never knew man holde vile ſtuffe ſo deare. 

Long, Looke,heer's thy loue, my foote and her face ſee. 

Ber O if the ſtreetes were paued with thine eyes, 

Her feete were much too daintie for ſuch tread, 
Duma. O vile, then as ſhe goes what vpward lyes? 

The ſtreete ſhould ſee as ſhe walkr ouet head. 

King. But what of this, are we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing ſo ſure, and thereby al ſorſworne. 

King. Then leaue this chat. and good Berowne now prone 
Out louing lawfull, and our fayth nor torne. 2 
Duma. I marie there, ſome flatterie for this euyll. 

Long. O ſome authoritie how to proceede, © 
Some tricks, ſome quillets, how to cheate the diuell. 
Duma, Some ſalue for perrurie, 
Ber. O tis more thenneede, © © | © 


Hue at you then affe tions men at armes, 
| E 1 Conh- 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie: 


Conſider hat you firſt did ſweare vnto: 
To faſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no woman: 
Flat treaion gainſt the kingly Rate of youtb. 
Say, Can youfaſt? your ſtomacks arc too young: 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 
And where that you haue vowd to ſtudie (Lordes) 
In that each of you haue forſworne his Boc ke. 
Can you (till dreame and poare and thereon loołe. 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of Studies excellence, 
Without the beautie of a womans face? 
From womens eyes this doctrme I deriue, | 
They are the Ground,the Bookes, the Achadems,. 
From whence doth ipring the true Promethean fare. 
Why raiuerſall plodding poyſons vp 
The nimble ipirites in the arteries, 

As motion and long during action tyres 
The ſinnowy vigour of the trauayler. 
Now for not looking on a womans face, 
Lou haue in that forſworne the vſe of eyes: 
And ſtudie too, che cauſer of your vow. 
For where is any Authour in the worlde, * 
Teaches ſuch beautie as a womas eye: 
Learning is but an adiunct co our ſelſe, 
And where we ate, our Learning likewiſe is. 
Then when our ſelues we ſee in Ladies eyes, 
With out ſclues. 
Do ue not likewiſe ſee our learning there? 
O we haue made a Vow to ſtudie, Lordes, 
And in that Vow we haue forſworne our Bookes? - 
For when would you(my Leedge)or you, or you? 
In leaden contemplation haue tound out 
Such ficrie Numbers as the prompting eyes, 
Ofbeanris tutors haue inritcht you with 
Other ſlow Artes intirely keepe the brainez 
And therefore finding barraine practizers, 
Scarce ſhe w a barueſt of their heauie toyle. 


called Lones Labor's loft. 


But Lone firſt learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Lives not alone emured in the brainet 

But with the motion of all clamentes, 

Courles as ſwift as thought in euery power, 

And giues to euery power a double power, 

Aboue their tunctions and their offices. 

It addes a precious ſeeing to the eye: 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blinde. 

A Lovers care will heare che loweſt ſound/ 

When the ſuſpitious head of theft is ſtopt. 

Loues fecling is mote ſoft and ſenfible, 

Then are the tender hornes of Cockled Snayles, 

Loues tongue proues daintie, Bachus groſſe in taſte, 

M Valoure, is not — — 8 

till clyming trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtit — . — ſweete and muſicall, 

r with his haire, 4 

And when Loue ſpeakes,the voyce of all the Goddes, 

Make heauen drovyſie with the harmonie. 

Neuer durit Poet touch a pen to write, 

Vntill his Incke were tempred with Loues ſighes: 

O then his lines would ramſh ſauagecares, » 

And plant in Tyrants milde humilitie, 

3 

ſparcle e ri n fier, 

They Sa Boolces, the Artes, the Achademes, 

—— — and nouriſh all the worlde. 
none at all in ought excellent. 

Then fooles you 32 4 to ſorſweatet 


2 iog vrhat is ſworne, you will ou fooles, 
For 77% vas ſake, a worde that all men loue: 
Or tor Loues ſale, a worde that loues all men, 
Or for Mens ſake, the authour of theſe Women: 
Or Womens ſale, by whom we Men are Men, 
Lets vs once looſe our othes to finde our ſelues, 
Or els we looſe our ſelues, to keepe our othes: 
It is Religion to be thus — 
F; 


— 


Pell, mell, dovne with them: but be 


Then homeward 


haue been ſharpe & ſeatentiousipleaſant without ſcurillitie, 


conuerſe this quondam day with a companion of the kings, 
Who is ee or called, Don «Adriano de Ar- 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
For Charitic it ſelfe fulfilles the Laws 
And who can ſeucr Loue from Charitie, 
King. Saint Cupid then and Souldiers to the fieltle, 
Berow. Aduaunce your ſtandars, and them Lords. 
aduiſd, 
In conflict that you get the Sunne ofthem. | 
Lang. Nowto plaine dealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolue to woe theſe gyrles of Fraunce? - 
King. And winn them too, thereſore let vs deviſe, 
Some entetteinment for them in their T entes. ; 
Ber. Fir(t from the Parkelet vs conductthem thither, 
euery man attach the hand 
Ot his faire Miſtres, in the aſter none 
We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them: 
Such as the ſhortneſſe of the time can ſhape, 


/ For Reuels, Daunces, Maſkes, and merric houres, 


Forerunne faite Loue, ſtrewing her way with flowers. 
King, Away,away, no time ſhalbe omnted, 

That will be time and may by vs befitted. 

Ber. Alone alone ſowed 


2 kell, reapt no Corne, 
And luſtice alwayes whirles in equall meaſure: 
Light Wenches may proue plagues to men ſorſotne, 
If lo out Copper byes no better treaſure. 


Enter the Pedant ghe Curat, and Dull. 


Pedant, Satis quid ſufficit. 3 
Curar. I prayle God for you ſir, your reaſons at Dinnet 


wittie without affection, audatious without impudencie, 
learned without opinion, and ſtrange without hereſie: I did 


mat ho. WS} 

Ped, Noui hominum tenquam te, His humour is loftie, his 
diſcourſe peremptotie: his tongue fyled, his eye ambirious, 
his gate maieſtic all, and his genetall behaviour vaine, redicu- 
lous, &thrafonicall, He is too picked, to ſpruce, too aſfected, 
t@od as it Were, too peregrinat as may call it. 


Cat 


called Lones Labor's left. 
Curat. A moſt ſinguler and choyce Epithat, 
Diramout his T able-booke. 
Peda. He draweth out the thred of his verboſitie, finer 
tlien ihe ſtaple ofhis argument. I abhorre ſuch phanatticall 
phantat:ms, ſuch infociable and poynt deuiſe companions, 
tuch rackers of crtagriphie, as to ſpeake dout fine, hen he 
ſhould ſay doubtʒ det, when he ſhold pronounce debt;d e bt, 
not det: he clepeth a Calſe, Cauſe : halfe, haufe: neighbour 
vocatur nebour; neigh abreuiated ne: this is abhominable, 
which he would call abbominable, it inſinuateth me of in- 
tamie : ne intelgis dumine, to make frantique lunatique? 
Carat. Laus deo, hene intelligo. 3 . 
Peda. Bome boon for boon preſcian, a litle ſcratcht, twil ſerue, 
Enter Bragart, Boy. : | 
Curat. Vides ne quis vent? 
Peda. Video, et gandzo. 
Brag. Chirra. - | 
Pede. QuariChirra, not Sirra? 
Brag. Men of peace well incontred- 
Ped. Moſtmillitarie fir ſalutation, | 
Boy. They haue been at a great feaſt of Languages, an 
olne the ſcraps, 
Cum. O they haue lyud long on the almſbaſker of wordes, 
I maruaile thy M. hath not eaten thee for a worde, for thou 
art not ſo long by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus: 
Thou art eaſter ſwallowed then a flapdragon, 6 
Page, Peace, the peale begins. 1 Row 
Brag, Mounſier, are you not lettred? | 
Page, Yes yes, he teaches _—_ the Horne-booke: What | 
is Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head? 
Poda. Ba, puericia with a horne added, (learning. 
Pag. Ba molt ſeely , with a horne: you heare his 
| Ped. Qui quis thou Conſonantꝰ : 
Pag. The laſt ofche fiue Vowels if You repeate them, 
or the fift if J. | 
Peda. I will repeate them: acl, | 
Pag. The Sheepe, the other two concludes it ou, Y 
Brag. Now by the ſault wane of VG Ra way YT Cl. 
weete 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 


ſweete tutch,a quicke vene we of wit, ſnip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it ri io ceth my intellect, true Wit. 
Tag. Offerd by a childe to an old man: which is wit- old. 


Vd. What is the figure? What is che figure? 


Page. Hornes. | 5 

Veda. Thou diſputes like an Infant: goe whip thy Gigg. 
Tag. Lende me your Horne to make one, and I will whip 
about your Iufamie vn cita a gigge of a Cuckolds hotne. 
cw. And I had but one peny in the world thou ſnhouldſt 
haue it to buy Ginger bread: Holde, there is the vetie 
Remuneration I had ot thy Maiſter, thou halſepennie 
_ of wit, thou Pidgi e of diſctetion. O and the 
cauens were fo plealcd, . thou wart but ny Ba- 
ſtardʒ What a ioytull father wouldeſt thou make me? 
Go to, thou haſt it ad dungil at the fingers ends, as they lay. 

Pe da, Oh I ſmell falſe Latine, dung hel for vnguem. 

Brag. Art/ſ-man preambulat, we will be ſinguled from the 
batbarous. Do you not educate youth at the Charg-houſe 
on the top of the Mountaine? 

Pda. Or Mont the hill, 

Brag. At your ſweete pleaſure, for the Mountaine. 

Peda.. 1 do ſans queſticn. 

Bra. Sir, t is the Kings moſt ſweete pleaſur & affection, 
to congtatulate the Prince ſſe at her Pauilion, in the puſteriora 
of this day, which the rude multitude call the after-noone. 

Peda. The poſterier of the day, moſt generous ſir, is li ble, 
congruent,and me iſutable for the after noone t the worde is 
well culd, cheſe, ſweete, & apt I do aſſure you ſir, I do aſlure. 

Breg. Sir, the King is a bie Gentleman, and my fami- 


lier, I do aſſure ye very good. friende : for what is 1nwarde 


betweene vs, let it paſſe Ido beſeech thet remember thy 
curteſic. Ibeſcech thee apparrell thy head: and among other 
nnportunt and molt ſerious deſignes, and of great import in 
deede tun: but let that paſſe for I muſt tell thee it will 
pleaſe his Grace (by the y ot ide) ſometime to leane vpon 
my p-ore ſhov'der, ard with his royall finger thus dallie 
with my exc tement, with a'y muſtachie: but ſweete hart 
let tliat paſſe. Ey the world I tecouni no fable, ſome certame 

| ſpecial 


called Loues Labor's loft. 


ſpecial honours it pleaſeth his greatnes to impart to Amado 
a Souldier, a man of trauayle, that hath ſeene the worlde: but 
let that paſle;the very all of all is: but ſweet hart, I do implore 
ſecretie, that the King would haue me pteſent the Princeſſe 
(ſweete chuck) with ſome delightfull oſtentation, or ſhow, 
or pageant, or antique, or fierworke : Now. vnderſtanding 
that the Curate and your ſweete ſelfe, are good at ſuch erup- 
tions, and ſodaine breaking out of myrth (as it were) I haue 
acquainted you withall,to the ende to craue your asſiſtance. 
eda. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Worthies. 
Sir Holofernes, as concerning ſome entertainement of time, 
ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be rended by our 
asſiſtants the Kinges commaund, and this moſt gallant il- 
luſtrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princeſle : I ſay 
none ſo fit as to preſent the nine Worthies. 
Curar. Where will you finde men worthic enough to pre- 


fentthem? 

Peda. Tofia, your (elfe,my ſelfe, and this gallant Gentle- 
man Judas Machabeus; this Swaine (becauſe ot his great lim 
or ioynt) ſhall paſſe Pompey the great, the Page Hercules, 

Brag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantitie enough for 
chat worthies thumbe, he is not ſo big as the end of his Club. 

Peda. Shall I haue audience? He ſhall preſent Hercules 
in minoritie: his enter and exit ſhalbe ſtrangling a Snake; 
and I will haue an Apologie for that purpoſe, 5 

Page. An excellent deuice: ſo if any of the audience hiſſe, 
you may cry, Well done Hercules, now thou crusſheſt the 
Snake; that is the way to make an offence gracious, though 
few haue the grace to do it. EF 24 

Brag. For the reſt ofthe Worthies? 

Peda. I will play three my ſelfe. 

Page. Thrice worthie Gentleman. 

Brag. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Peda. We attende. £4 | 
Brag. We will haue, if this fadge not, an Antique. I be- 
ſeech you follow, 

Peda. Dia good · man Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no worde all 
zlis while. | | 

G Dull 


A pleaſant conceited Comedic: 

Dull. Nor vnderſtoode none neither fir. 

Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. Wy 
Dull. Ile make one in 8 daunce, or ſo: or I will play on 


the Taber to the worthies, and let them dance the hey. 
| Peds. Moſt Dull, honeſt Dull, to bur ſport: away. Excum. 


Enter the Ladyes. 


Que. Swe ete hartes we ſhalbe rich ere we depart, 


If Fayrings come chus plentifully in. 


A Ladie walde about with Diamondes: Looke you, what 
haue from the louing King. | 

Roſa, Madame,came nothing els along with that? 
Quce. Nothing but this: yes as much louc in Rime, 
As would be crambd vp in aſheete of paper 
Writ a both ſides the leafe, margent and all, 


That he was faine to ſeale on Cupidi name. 


Ri. That was the way to make his god- head Wax: 
For he hath been five thouſand yeere a Boy. a 
Kath. I and a ſhrowde vnhappie gallowes too. 
Ros. Voule neare be friendes with him, a kild your ſiſter. 
Karh. He made het melancholie, ſad, and heauie, | 
And ſo ſhe died: had ſhe bin Light like you, of ſuch a mery 
nimble ſliring ſpint,ſhe might a bin Grandam ere ſhe died. 
And ſo may you For a light hart liues long. 
Rer. Whats your darke meaning mouce, of this light word? 
Kath, A light condition in a beautie darke, 
"Res, Weneede more light to finde your meaning out,. 
Kath. Yole marre the light by taking it in ſnuffe: 
Therefore Ile darkly ende the argument, 
Res. Looke what you do you do it ſtill i'th darke, 
Kath. So do not you, ſor you are alight Wench. 
Ros. In deede I waigh not you,and therefore light. 
Kath, You waigh me not, O thats you care not for me. 


Res, Great reaſon: for paſt ca:e, is (till paſt cure. 


Quce. Well bandied both, a ſet of Wit well played. 
But Raſalme, you haue a Fauour too? , 
Wholent it? and what is it? © 


Refs. 


called Loues Labor's oft. 


Ros, I would you knew. 9 85 
And if my face were but as faire as yours, 
My Fauour were as great, be witneſſe this, 
Nay I hauc Vearſes too, I thanke Berowne, 
The numbers true, and were the numbring too, _ 
I were the fayreſt Goddeſſe on the ground, 
I am comparde to twentie thouſand fairs, 
O he hath drawen my picture in his letter. 
Quer. Any thing like? 8 
Ros. Much in the letters, nothing in the praiſe. 
Quee. Beautious as Incke: a good concluſion. 
Kath. Faire as a text B in a Coppie hooke. 
Res. Ware penſalls, How? Let me not die your debtor, 
My ted Dominicall, my golden letter, 
O that your face wete not ſo full of Oes. 
Quee. A Poxeof that ieſt, and I beſhrow all Shrowes, 
But Katherine what was ſent to you 
From faire Dumaine? 
Kath. Madame, this Gloue. 
Quee. Did he not ſend you twaine? 
Kath. Yes Madame: and moreouer, 
Some thouſand Verſes of a faithfull Louer, 
A hudge tranſlation of hipocrifie, 
Vildly compyled, profound ſimplicitie. 
Mag. I his,andthefe Pele me ſent Longauiiè 
The Letter is too long by halſe a mile. 
Lore I thinke no leſfe : Doſt thou not wiſh in hart 
7 The Chaine were longer, and the Letter ſnort. 
e Marg, I, or I would theſe handes might neuer part. 
Qnce. We are wiſe girles to mocke our Louers ſo. 


N 


Ne. They are worſe fooles to purchaſe mocking ſo. 
That ſame Berowre ile torture ere Igo. | 
O that I knew he were but in by tkh' werke, 1 
How I would make him fawne,and begge, and ſeeke, 
And wayte the ſeaſon, and obſerue the times, 5 
And ſpend his prodigall wittes in hooteles rimes, 


And ſhape his ſetuice whol'y to my deuice, | ; | 
And make him proude to make me proude that jeſtes, 3 
. | G3 i; | SS 


— 
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A pleaſant conceited Comedic: 
So perttaunt like would I ore ſway his tate, 
That he ſhould be my ſoole, and 1 his fate. 

— None are ſo ſutely caught, when they are catclit, 
As Wit turnde Foole, follie in Wiſedome hatches 
Hath Wiſedomes Warrant, and the helpe of Schoole, 


And Wits owne grace to grace a learned Foole. 
Roſa, The blood of youth burnes not with ſuch exceſſe, 


As grauities reuolt to wantons be, | 


lar, Follie in Fooles beares not fo ſtrong a note, 
As ſooltie in the Wiſe,when Wit doth dote: 
Since all tlie power thereof it doth apply, 
To proue by Wit, worth in fimplicitic. 
Enter | Bayet. | 
Que. Heere comes Boyer, and myrthis in his face. 
Boyer, Ol am ſtable with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 
Quee. Thy newes Bayet? | 
Boy. Prepare Maddame,prepare, 
| Wer enches arme, N mounted — 
Againſt your Peace Loue doth approch, d: 
Armed 4 argumentes,you'll be 3 
Muſter your Wits, ſtande in your one defence, 
Or hide your hcades like —— hence. 
wee, Saint Dennis to S. Cupid : What are t 
Theben e their breath againſt vs? Say — 
' Boy. Vnder the coole ſhade of a Siccamone, 
I thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome halfe an houre: 
When lo to interrupt my purpoſed reſt, 
Toward that ſhade I might beholde addreſt, 
The King and his companions warely, 
I ſtole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And ouer hard, what you ſhall over heare: 
That by and by diſguyſd thy will be heere. 
Their Heralde is a prettic knauiſh Page: 
T hat well by hart hath cond hisembaſlage 
Action and accent did they teach him there.. 
Thus muſt thou ſpeake,and thus thy body beare. 
And euer and anon they made a doubt, 
Preſence maieſticall would put him outs 


For 


| Called Lowes Labor's loſt. 


For quoth the Dag, an Angell ſhalt thou ſees 
Yet tearenot thou but ſpeake audaciouſly, 

The Boy replyde, An Angell is not euill; 

I ſhould haue feard her had ſhee been a deuill. 

With that all laught, and clapt him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bolde wagg by their prayſes holder. 
One rubbd his elbow thus, and flecrd, aud ſore, 

A better ſpeach was neuer ſpoke before. 

Another with his fynger and his thume, 
Cried via we will doo*t come what wil come. 
Thethirde he caperd and cryed, All goes well. 
The fourth turnd on thetooe,and downehe fell: 
Wich that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With ſuch a zelous laughter ſo profund, 

That in this ſpleene rediculous 8 
To checke their ſollie paſhions ſolembe teares. 

Que. But what, but hat, eome they to viſite vs: 
Boy. They do, they do; and are - ani thus, 

Like Muſcontes, or Ruſſam, as I gelle. 

Their purpoſe isto parlee,to court,and daunce, 

And cuery one bis Loue-feat will aduance, 

Vnto his ſeuerall Miſtres : which — A1 

By Fauours ſeuerall, which they did ve 8 


Que. And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhalbe 
For Ladies; we will one be maſkt, 
And not a man of them {hall haue the grace 
Deſpight of ſure, to ſee a Ladies ſace. 
Holde Reſale, this Fauour thou ſhalt weare, 

And then the King will courtthee for his Deare: 
Holde take thou this my ſweete, and giue mee thine, 
So ſhall Berowne take me for Roſaline. 

And change you Fauours two, ſo ſhall your Loues 
Woo contrarie,deceyued by theſe remoues, 

Roſa. Come on then, weare the Fauours moſt in light. 

Kath. But in this changing, What is your intent? 

Quee. The effect of my intent is to croſſe theirs: 


They do it but in mockerie meremenr, 


And mocke for mocke is onely my intent. 
N G 3 The 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
Their ſeuerall eounſailes they vnbooſome ſhall, 


To Loues miſtoalce, and ſo be mocke withall. 
Vpon the next occaſion that we meete, 
Wah Viſages diſplayde to talke and greete. 
Res, But ſhall we dance, if they deſire vs toot? 
Qu#e. No, to the death we will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pend ſpeach render we no grace: 
But while tis ſpoke each turne away his face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the ſpeakers hart, 

And quite bee his memorie from his part. 
Qt. Therefore I do it, and I make no doubt, 

The reſt will ere come in, if he be out. 
Theres no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrownez 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they wel mockt depart away with ſhame, Sound T row; 

Bey. The Trompet ſoundes, maſkr,che maſkers come. 


muſicke, the Boy 


Enter Black-moores with muſic with 4 


ſpeach,and the reſt of the Lordes ber. 
Page. Au haile, the richeſt Beauties on 
Berow. Beauties no = then rich Taffata, 
Page, A 1 parcell of the fayreft dames that euer turnd their 
backes to mortall viewer. 5 
The Ladyes turne their backesto bim, 
Berow, Their eyes villaine, their eyes. 
Pag. That exen tuernde their eyes to mortall viewes. 
Out 
Boy. True, out in Gaol, 
Pag. Ont of your fauuur heanenly ſpirues vouchſafe 
Net to bebolde. 
Berow.. Once to bebolde, rogue. 
Page. Once to behalde with your Summe beamed eyes, 
With your Sunne beamed eyes. 
pe They will rot anſwere to that — 
You were belt call it Daughter beamed eyes. 
g. They do not marke me, and that bringes me out. 
0 Ber. lacht your 18 gan begon you vs. Ref 
Ol. 


| 5 
80 
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' called Lones Labor's loſt. 
Resal, What would theſe ſtranges? 
Know their mindes Boyer. _ 
If they do ſpeake our Janguage, tis our will 
That ſome plaine man recount their purpoſes: 
Know what they would? 
Boyet. What would you with the Prince??? 
Zerow. Not hing but peace, and gentle viſitation, 
Roſa. What would they, ſay they? EY 
Boy. Nothing but 2 gentle viſitation. 
Roſa. Why that they haue, and bid them ſo be gon. 
Bey. She ſaies you haue it, and you may be gon. 
Kmg. Say to her we haue meaſurd many miles, 
To treade a Meaſure with her on this graſſe. 
Boy. They ſay that they haue meaſurd many a mile, 
To tread a Mealure with you on this graſſe. 
Roſa. It is not ſo, Aſke them how manic inches 
Is in one mile? If they haue meaſured manic, 
The meaſure then of one is eaſlie tolde. 
Boy. Ifto come hither, you haue meaſurde miles, 
And manic miles:the Princeſſe bids you tell, 
How manie inches doth fill vp one mile? 
* Berow. Tell her we meaſure them by weerie ſteps. 
Boy. She heares her ſelfe, 
Roſa. How manie weerie ſteps, | 
Of manie weerie miles you haue ore gone, 
Are numbred in the trauaile of one Mile? | 
Bero. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our duetie is ſo tich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without accompt. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your fage, 
That we(like ſauages) may worſhip it. 
. Roſa. My face is but a Moone, and clouded too. 
Kmmg. Bleſſed are cloudes, to do as ſuch cloudes do. 
Vouchſafe bright Moone, and theſethy Stans to ſhine, 
(Thoſe cloudesremooucd)vpon our waterie eyne. 
Roſa. O vaine peticioner, begg a greater matter, 
Thou now requeſts but Mooneſhine in the water. 


King. Then in our meaſure, do but vouchſafe one change, 
G 4 Thou 


LA pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
Thou bidſt me begge, this begging is not ſtrange. 
Roſa. My Muſique then: nay you muſt do it ſoone. 
Not yet no daunce: thus change Ilike the Moone. 
Km. Wil you not daunce? How come you thus cltranged? 
Ro. You tooke the moone at ful, but now ſhee's changed? 
Ring. Yecllilt ſhe is the Moone,and I the Man. 
Ro{a. The muſique playes, vouchſafe ſome motion to it, 
Our eares vouchſafe it., 
King. But your legges ſhould do it. 
Roſa. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by change, 
Weele not be nice, take handes,we will not daunge. 
King. Why take we handes then? 
v/a, Onely to part friendes. 
Curtſie ſweete hartes, and ſo the Meaſure endes. 
King. More meaſure of this meaſue be not nice. 
Roſa. We can affoord no more at ſuch a price. 
Ring. Priſe you your ſelues: What buyes your company? 
Roſa. Your abſence onely. 
King. That can neuer be. 
Roſa, Then cennot we be bought: and ſo adue, 
Twice to your Viſore, and halfe once to you. 
Ring. It you denieto daunce, lets holde more chat- 
Roſa. In priuat then, 
Amy. I am belt pleaſd with that. Wo 
Berow. White handed Miſtres,one ſweet word with thee. 
Quce. Honie, and Milke, and Suger: there is three. 
Ber. Nay then two treyes, an if you grow ſo nice, 
Rlechegline, Wort, and Malmſey; well runne dice: 
Thetc's halfe a doſen ſweetes. 
Quee. Seuench ſweete adue, ſince you can cogg, 


i 


| Ve play no mere with you. 
Ber. One word in ſectet. 
Quee. Let it not be ſweete. 
Bero. Thou greeueſt my gall. 
Quce. Gall, bitter, 
Bere. Therefore meete. 
Dum an. Will you vouchſaſe with me to change a word? 
Auia. Name it. 7 | 


TY 


Dima. 


| called Lones Labor's loſt. 
Duma. Faire Ladie. | 

= Mar,Say you ſo?Faire Lord,take that for your faire Lady 
Duma. Pleaſe it you, as much in priuat, & ile bid adieu. 
Maria. What, was yout vizard made without a tongue? 
Long. Iknow the reaſon(Lady)why you aſke, 
Mari. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, I long? 

Lou haue a double tongue within your Maſke, 
And would afforde my ſpeachles vizard halfe, 
Mar. Veale quoth the Dutch-mant is not veale a Calfc? 
Long. A Calfe faire Ladie. 
221 OO faire Lorde Calſe. 

Let's part the word? 
2 as. No, lle not be your halfet 
T ake all and weane it, it may proue an Oxe, 

Lan. Loke how you butt your ſelfe in theſe ſharpemocks, 
Will you giue hornes chaſt Lady?do not ſo. 
e Mar, Then die a Calfe, before your hornes do grow. 
Long, One word in priuate with you ere I die. 
ear. Bleat ſofily then, the Butcher heares you crie. 
Boyer. The tongues of mocking Wenches areas keene 
As is the Raſors _ iouifible: 

Cutting a ſmaller haire then may be ſeene, 

Aboue the ſence of ſence ſo ſenſible, FEISS | 
Scemeth their conference, their conceites haue winges, 
Fleeter then Arrowes, bullets wind thought ſwifter thinges, 
Roſa. Not one word more my Maides,break off, break off. 
ero. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure ſcoffe. 

Fare wel mad Wenches, you haue fimple wits. Exe; 
Quee, Twentie adieus my frozen Muskouits, 

Are theſe the breede of Wits ſo wondered at? 

Boye. T apers they are with your ſweete breaths puſt out, 

Roſa, Wel-liking Wits they haue groſſe groſſe, far far, 

Quee. O pouertie in wit, Kingly poore flour, 

Will they nor(thinke you) hange them ſelues to nyghe? 
Or euer but in vizards ſhew their faces. 
This pert Bere wne was out of countnance quite, 
Roſa. They were all in lamentable caſes, 
The King was weeping tipe for a good word. 
H Heens 


CA pleaſant conceited Comedie: 


Quee, Berowne did ſweare him ſelfe out of all ſuite, 
Aa. Dumune was at my ſeruice, and his ſword, 
No poynt{quoth I)my ſetuant, {!raight was mute. 
Kath. Lord Longaull ſaid I caine ore his hart: 
And tro you what he calde mc? 
Quce. Qualme perhapt. 
Kath. Les in good takh, 
AQuee. Goe ſiclenes as thou art. 
Ni. Well, bettet wits haue worne FTE ſtatute Caps, 
But will you hcare; the King is my Loue ſworne, 
Quce. And uicke Berowne hath plighted Fayth to me. 
Kath. And Lonzaull was tor my ſeruice borne. 
Nl. Dumaine is mine as ſure as barke on tree. 
Zeyce, Madame, and prettie miſtreſſes giue care, . 
Immediatly they will againe be heere, 
la their one ſhapes: for it can neuer be, 
They will digeſt this harſh indignitic. 
Quee. Will they returne? | 
Boy. They will they will,God knowes, 
And ary A Loy es they are lame with blowes: 
Therefore change Fauours,and when they repaire, 
Blow like ſwecte Roſes, in this ſommer aite. 
Quec. How blow how blow? Speake to be vnderſtood, 
Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Roles in their bud: 
 Diſmaskr,their dammaske ſweete commuxture ſhowne, 
Are Angels yarling cloudes, or Roſes blowne, 
Quec. Avaunt perplexitie, What ſhall we do, 
If they returne in their owne ſhapes to woe? 
Rz/a, Good Madame, it by me youle be aduiſde, 
Lets mocke them ſlill as el knowne as diſguyſde: 
Let vs complaine to them what fooles were heare, 
Diſguyid like Muſcouites in ſhapeles geare: 
And ole what they were, and to what ende 
Their ſhallow ſhowes,and Prologue vildly pende, 
And their rough carriage ſo rediculous, 
Should be preſented atour Tentto ys, 
Boyet, Ladies, withdraw the gallants are at hand, | 
Luce. Whip to our [3 ones as Roes runs ore land. 4 7 
| & 


called Lones Labor bf. 


Enter the King and the reſt. 
Ring. Faire fir, God ſaue you: Wher's the Princefſe? * 
Boyer. Gone to her Tent. Pleaſe it your Maieſlie com- 

maunde me any ſeruice to her thither, 
{King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word, 
Boy. Iwill, and ſo will ſhe, l know my Lord. 4 Band. | 
Berow. T his fellow peckes vp Wit as Pidgions Peaſe, 

And vtrers it againe when God dooth pleaſe. 

He is Witts Pedler,and retales his wares: 

At Wakes and Waſsels, meetings, markets, Faires, 

And we that ſell by groſſe, the Lord doth know, 

Hue not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow, 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ſlecue, 

Had he bin he had tempted Exe, 

A can carue to, and liſpe : Why this is hee 

That kiſt his hand, a way in courtiſie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Mounſier the nice, 

That when he playes at Tables chides the Dice 

In honorable tearmes; nay he can ſing 

A meane moſt meanely, and in huſhering, 

Mende him who can, the Ladies call him ſweete, 

The ſtaires as he treades on them kiſſe his feete. 

This is the floure that ſmyles on euery one. 

To ſhew his teeth as white as Whales bone, 

And conſciences that will not die in debt, 

Pay him the due of honie-tonged Veyet. 
King. A bliſter on his ſweete tongue with my hart, 

That put A matkors Page out of his part. 


Enter the Ladies. i 
Bero, See where it comes. Behaviour what wert thou? 
Till this mad man ſhewed thee, and what art thou now? 
Ring. All haile ſweete Madame, and faire time of day. 
Qnuce. Faire in all Haile is ſoule, as I conceaue. 
- Kimg. Conſture my ſpaches better, if you may. 
Que. Then wiſh me better, 1 ill giue you leaue. 
King. We came to viſite you, and purpoſe now, 
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A pleaſant conceited Comedie: 
To leade you to our Court, vouchſaſe it then, 


£Quee, This Feel de ſhall holde me, and ſo hold your yow; 
Nor God nor I delights in periurd men. 
King, Rebuke me not for that which you provoke? 
The vertue of your eie muſt breake my oth. 
Q. Younickname vertue, vice you ſhouldhauc ſpoke? 
For vertues office ncuer breakes mens troth. 
No by my maiden honour yet as pure, 
As the vnſallied Lilly I proteſt, | 
A worlde of cormentes though I ſhould endure, 
] would not yeelde to be your houſes gueſt: 
So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 
Of heauenly Othes vowed with integritie. 
King. O you haueliu'd in deſolation keere, 
Vnſeene, vnuiſited, much to out ſhame. | 
Quce. Not ſo my Lord, it is not ſo I ſweare, 
We haue had paſtimes here and pleaſant game, 
A meſſe of Ruß left vs but of late. 
King. How Madame? Ruſflians? 
|  £Qee, I in trueth My Lord. ph 
Trim gallants,full of Courtſhip and of Rate, 
| 12 Madame ſpealee true : It is not ſo my Lord: 
"0 My Ladie(to the maner ofthe dayes) > 
| In curteſie giues vndeſeruing _= 
| We foure in deede confronted were 
* In Ruffian habite: heere they ſtayed an houre, 
And talkt apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 
They did not ble ſſe vs with one happie word. 
I dare not call them fooles; but this Ithinke, 
When they are thirſtie, fooles would faine haue drinke. 
 _ Bere. I his ieſt is drie to me, gentle ſweete, 
Vour wits makes wiſe thinges fooliſh when we greete 
W'iih cics beſt ſeeing, heauens fierie eie: 
By light we looſe light, your capacitie ' 
Is of that nature, that to your hudgeſtoore, 
Wile thinges ſeeme foohth, and rich thinges but poore. 
Roſa, This proues you wiſe and rich: for in my eie. 
Zero, Tama foole, and full of pouertie. + 


Rs 


"Called Lowes Labor's left. 


Nota. But that yourake what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to inatch word es from my tongue, 
Ber, O, I am yours and all that I poileſle. 
Roſa, All the foole mine, | : 
Ber. Icannot giue you lefle, | 
Res, Which of the Vizards was it that you wore? | 
Ber, Where, when, vhat Vizard?*why demaund you this? 
Roſa, There, then, that Vizard, that . caſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhewed the better face. | 
' King. We were deſcried, they le mock vs now dounrigbt. 
Duman. Let vs conſeſſe and turne it to a ieſt. | 
Luce, Amazde my Lord? Why lookes your highnes ſad? 
Roſa. Helpe holde bus browes, hecle ſound i why looke 
Sen icke l thinke comming from Maſeniuic. 95 1 = 
Bero, Thus pooure the Starres dow ues for periurie, 
Can anie face of braſſe hold lon — 20 g 
Heere ſtand I, Ladie dart thy skill at me, ö 
Bruſe me with ſcorne, confound me with aflout. 
Thruſt thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance, 
Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit. 1 
And J will wiſh thee neuer more to daunce, 
. neuer _— Ruſsian habite 2 
O neuer will I truſt to ſpeaches pend. 
Nor to the motion of — bager tongue⸗ 
Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 
Nor woo in rime lilce a blind harpers ſongne, 
T affata phraſes, filken rearmes preciſe, 
T hree pilde Hiberboles, ſpruce affeRion: 
Figures pedanticall, theſe ſommer flies, 
Haue blou ne me full of ot oſtentation. 
I do forſweare them, and I here proteſt, 
By this white Gloue (ho white the hand God knowes} 
Hencefocrthmy wooing minde ſhalbe expreſt 
In ruſſet yeas, and honeſt kerſie noes, 
And to begin Wench, ſo God helpe me law, 
My loue tothee is ſound, ſance cracke ot flaw, 
Ro, Sena, Iprayyou. 
H; | Ber. 


For the Lords tokens on you do l ſee. 


A plea fl e! camede. 


Vero. Yet I haue atricke; 
Of the olde rage : beare with me, I am 4 


Ie leaue it by d egrees; ſoft,let vs ſee, 
Write Lord haue mercie on us, on thoſe three, 

T hey ate infected, in their hartes it lyes: 

They haue the Plague, and caught it of your eyes, 
Theſe Lordes are viſited, you are not free, 


Que. No, they axe free that gaue theſe tokens to vs. 
Berow. Our ſtates ate ſotfait, ſeclce not to vndoo vs. 


Neſa. It is not ſo, for how can this be true, 
That you ſtand forfaic, being thoſe char ſue.” 

Bero. Peace, for I wall not - Kb to doe with you. 

| Roſa. Nor ſhall not, if T do as Iintende. 

Bero.. Speake for your ſelues, my wit is at an ende. 

King Teach vs ſweet Madame, for our rude ranſgreſſion 


Some faire excuſe, 
Quee. The faireſt is confeſſion, | 
Were not you here but even nowJLiſguyſde? 
King. Madame, Iwas. 


Que. And were you well aduiſde? 
King. I was faite Madame. . 
Luce, When ou then were heere, = 
What — you whif per in your Ladies eare 
King. That more then all the world, I did reſpect her. 
Que. When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you wil reic her. 
King. Vpon mine honour no. 
Gam. Peace peace,forbeare t your Och once  broke,you 
force not to forlweare. - 
Kms. Del; piſe me hen! hooks this oth of mine. 
Oree, I will, and thereforc keepe it. Reſabne, 
What did the Nuſem whiſper in — eate 
Refa. Madameyhc ſwore that he did hold me deare, 
As precious ey-light, and did yalue me 
Aboue this Worlde : adding thereto more ouer, 
That he would wed me, er els die my Louer. 
nec. God giue thee | 105 of him: che Noble Lord 
me konourablie doth vphold his word, 


King 


' ralled Lones Labor's loſt. 

" King. What meane you Madame: by mylife my troth. 
1 _ {wore this Lady ſuch an oth, n 
Neu. By heauen you did: and to confirme ic plaine, 
You gaue me this : but take it fir againe. 
King. My faith and this, the Princeſſe I did giue, 
I knew her by this Iewell on her ſleeue. 

| 12 Pardo me ſir, this Iewell did ſhe we ate, 
And Lord Berowne(Ithanke him) is my deare. 
What will you haue me, or your Pearle againe? 

Berow. Neither of either: I remit both twaine. 
I fee the tricke ant : here was a conſent, 
Knowing aforchand of our meriment, ' 1 
To daſh ĩt lik a Chriſtmas Comedicz / ;.. 11 _ 
Some carry tale, ſome pleaſe - man, ſome ſleight ſaine: 
Some mumble ne wes, ſome tre ncher Knight, ſome Dick 
That ſmyles, his checke in yeeres, and knowes the trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhees diſpoſd: 
Tolde our intentes before: which once ditcloſd, 
The Ladies did change Fauours; andthen wee 
Folowing the ſignes, wood but the ſigne of ſhee, 
Now to our periuric,to add more terror, 
We are againe forſworne in will and error. 
Much vpon this tis: and might not you 
Foreſtall our ſport, to make vs thus vntrue? 
Do not you know my Ladies foote by ch ſquier? 
And laugh ypon the apple of her eie: 
And ſtand betweene her backe fir and the fier, 
Holding a trencher, ieſting merrilie? 
You put our Page out: goe, you are aloude, = 
Die when you will, a Smocke ſhalbe your ſhroude, 
Vou leere vpon me, do you :ther's an eie 
Woundes like a leaden tword, 
* Full merely hath this braue nuage, this catreere 
in run, | 
Bero. Loe, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I haue don. 
e Enter , 

Ber, Welcome pure wit, thou partſt a faire fray. 


Cum. O Lord far, they would know, 
: £ H Whether 


'W- 4 plea ſant conceited Camedie. 


Whether the three Worthis ſhall come in or no? 
Ver. What. are chere butrhree? 
Chu. No fr. but it is vata fine, 
For cucſie one putſeuts three. 
Bero. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cow. Not ſo ſit, vnder correction fir, T hope it is not ſo; 
Youcannoc beg vs fir, Ican aſſure you fir, we know what 
we know : I hope fir three times thrice ſir. 

Bero. Is not nine. | 

Clow. Vader correRtion fir we know where-yntill i it doth | 

"amount. 

Bero. By Ioue, l all wayes rooke three ewes for nine, 

Clow. O Lord ſir. it were pittie you ſhould get your — 
by rec kning ſir. 

Beo. How much is it? 

Clw. O Lord (ir, the parties themſelues, the actors ſir 
will ſhew wher· vntill it doth amount: for mine one part, I 
amſas thy lay, but to parte one man in one poore _ 
Pompion the great fr, | 

'Bero. Art thou one of the Worthies? 

- Clw. It pleaſed them to thinke me worthie of P 
che great: for mine owne part I know not the degree ofthe 
Worth y but I am to ſtand for him, 

1 Goe bid them prepare. (Exit, 

Clow. We wil turne it finely off fir, we wil take ſome care. 
Kmg. Berowne, they will ſhame vs;let them not approch, 

Bero. We are ſhame proofe my Lord: & tis ſome policie 
To haue one ſhow worle then the Kings and his company. 
King. I ſay they ſhall not come. 

Quce. Nay my good Lord let me oreꝰ rule you now. 
That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth beſt know hou: 
Where zeale ſtriues to content, and the contentes 
Dies in the zeale of that which it preſentes: 

Their forme confounded, makes moſt forme in myrch, 


When great thinges labouring periſh in their bytth. 
Bero. Aright deſcription ot our ſportmy Lord. 
Enter Bragart, | 
Brez, Annoypred, [ mar ſo much expence of 7 royal 
weete - 


called Lones Labor's loft. . | 


ſweete breath, as will vtter a brace of wordes. 

Quee. Doth this man ſerue God? 

Bero. Why al ke you? 

7 4 A ſpeakes not ike a man of God his making. 

That is al one my faire ſweete honie fy Pro 
For 1 proteſt, the Schoolemaiſter is exceeding fantaſticall, 
Too too vaine, too too vaine: but we will ur it(as they ſay) 
to Fortuna delaguar, I wilh you the peace of mind moſt royall 
cupplement. Exe. ' - 
Ring. Heere is like to be 2 good preſence of Worthies: 
He preſents Hector of Troy, the Swaine Pompey the great, the 
pariſh Curate Alexander, Armadbes Page Hercules, the Pe- 
dant Judas Mac habeus : And if theſe ſoure Worthies in their 
firſt ſhew thriue,theſe foure will change habites, and preſent * 
the other ftue. 
Bero. There is fiue in the firſt ſnew. 
King, You are deceiued, tis not ſo. 
Vero, The Pedant, the Bragart, the Hedge-Prieſt, the 
Foole, and the Boy, 
Abate throw at Nouum, and the whole world againe, 
Cannot picke out fiue ſuch, take each one in his vaine. 1 
u. The Ship is vnder layle, and heero ſhe coms amaine;, 
nter Pompey. | 

Cline. I Pompey am. 

Bero, You lie, you arc not he. 

'Clw. I Pompey am, | | 
Boyer. With Libbards head on knee, EP (thee, 
Ber, Well ſaid old mocker, I muſt needes be friendes with | 
Clow. I Pompey am, Pompey ne the bigge. 

Duma. The great. 
uw. It is great ſir, Pompey — the great, 

T hat oft in fielde with T arg and Shield did make my foe toſweat, = 
And trauailng along this coaſt ] heere am ceme by channce, 3 
And ly my Armes before the Leggi of this ſweete Liſte of Franc. 
Do, __ Ladlyp would ſay thartkes Pompey 27 had dure. | 
. Great thankes great Pompey, - 
cb. Tis not ſo much worth but 1 hopel was perſect. 1 
made alitle fault in great, 
1 | Bro. | 
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A pleaſant concerted Comedies 
Bere. My hat to a halfe-pennic, Pompey prooues the belt 


Enter Curate for Alexander. | | 
Curat. When in the World I lud,l was the Worldes commander: 
By Eaft N. ſt, North and Saut h, I ſpred my conquering might: 
_— Scutc hon plaine declares that I am Aliſander. (right, 
Set. Your Noſe ſaies no, you are rot: for it ſtands too 
Be. Your noſe ſinels no in his moſt tender ſinelling knight. 
Qu. The conqueror is diſmaid: proceed good Alexander, 
Cura. When in Ml worlde I luca, I was the worldes commander. 
Boy. Moll true, tis right: you were lo eAbſander. 
Bero. Pompey the great. 
Chyw. Your ſetuant and Coſtard. | 
Bere. Take away the Conqueronr,take away Alfander, 
Cm. O fir, you aw ouerthrowne Ab/ander the Conque- 
rour: you will be ſerapt out ot the painted cloth for this. 
Your Lion that holdes his Polax fitting on a cloſe ſtoole, 
will be geuento Aiax. He wilbe the ninth Worthie:a Con- 
querour,and a feard to ſpeake? Run away for ſhame Ali- 


ſander, There ant ſhall pleaſe you a fooliſh mylde man, an 


honeſt man;looke you, and ſoone daſht. He is a marney lous 
good ncighbour fayth, and a very good Bowler : bur for 
eAitlander, alas you ſee how tis a little oreparted, but there 
are Worthics a comming will ſpeake their minde in ſome 
other ſort, Exit Curat. 
Quer. Stand aſide good Pompey, 


Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Bey for J Jercules, 


Peda.' Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, 
N he Clubb kilde Cerberus *. three beaded Canus, 
Aud when he was a babe a childea ſbhrimpe, 
Thus cid he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manus, 


Quoniam, he ſcemeth in minoritie, 
Ergo, I come wuh this At pelegie. 


x Y ſeme ſtate m thy exit, and vanſb. Exit Boy. 
l.. Indas ] am. | 
| | Du Mm, 


Dum, A ludas, 

Pedan. Not Iſcariot ſor. 
Jucas I am,ecliped In 
Dim. Iudas Machabeus _ is plaine Tudas, 
Bero. A kisſing traytour, How art thou proud Ind? 
Peda. Tudas I am. | 

Duma. The more ſhame for you Iudas. ? 

Peda. What meane you fir? 

Beyet. To make ada hang him ſelſe. 

Pele Begin fir, you are my elder. 

Vero. Well folowed, Judas was hanged on an Elder, 

Peda, I will not be put out of countenance, . 
Bero. Becauſe thou haſt no face, 

Pedan, What is this? 

Boyer. A Cytterne head. 

Duma. The! head of a Bodkin. 

Bero. A deaths face ina Ring. 

Long, The face of an olde Roman coyne, ſcarce ene 

er. The pummel of (ſars Fauchion. . 

Duma. The catud · bone face on a Flaſke, . 
Bos. Saint Georges halfe cheeke in a Brooch. 

Duma. 1 and in a Brooch of Lead. 

Bero. I and worne in the cappe of a Tooth. * 
And no ſotward, for we haue put thee in countenance. 

Peda. Vou haue put me out of countenance. [ 2: 

Bero. Falſe, we laue giuen thee faces. 
Peda. But you haue ourfaſte them all. 
Bero. And thou yeart a Lyon, we would do ſo. 
| Boyer. Therefore as he is, an Aſſe, let him go: 
| And ſo adue ſwõcete Inde. Nay, Why doſt thou ſlay? 
Duma. For the latter ende 25 his name. 

Bero. For the Aſſe to the Jud: : giue it him, wow WE 
Pedan, I his is not generous,not gentle, not humble. 
Bayer. A light for Mounſict «das, it growes darke, he 
may ſtumble, 
_ Alas poore e{achabem.how hath he bin bayred, 
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A. N conceited Comedic: F 


Ear Br 
Ber, Hidethy head r heve comes Bale in Armes 
Duma. Though my mockes come home by me, I __ 
now be merrie. 
King. Hector was but a Troyan in reſpeRo this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector? 
Kmy. Ichinke Hector was not ſo cleane timberd. 
Long, His Legge is too bigge for Hettors, 
Duman. Nlore Calfe certaine. 
Boye, No, he is belt indued in the ſmall, 
Zero. This cannot be Hettor. 
en Hee's a God or a Painter: for he makes faces, ' 
as, rk « The "6 — 1 Launces the almigbrie, 
aue Hector agift. 
Duma. A gift Nutmegg. 
Bero. A Lemmon. 


Long. Stucke with Cloucs, 


Dum. No clouen. 
een T he. em Mars, of Lavences the almighty, 


Gare Hector « gift, the heir 5g: Illion, 
A man ſo breathed, that certaime he would fight; yea, 
From morne till night out of his Pavalon. 
I am chat Flower. | 5 
Dum. That Mint. _ ; 
Long. That Cullambine, 
© Brag. Sweete Lord Lugau raine thy tongue. 
Tong. I muſt rather giue it the taine 2 for it runnes againſt 
Hettor, © 
Dum, Tand Hector Greyhound. EE 
rag. The ſweete War- man is dead * rotten, 
Sweete chucks beat not the bones of the buricd: 
When he breathed he was a man; 
But I will forward with my dewce; ſweete royaltie bellow 
on me the ſence of hearing. 
2225 Berowne ſteps fourth. 
wee, Speake braue Hector, we are ch dclighted. 
Ve. I ds adore —_— Graces _ : 


| 


\ 


Bor 


' Called Loues Labor's loft. 
| Boyo Loues her by the foote. 
um. He may not by the yarde: 
| Brag This Hector far ſurmounted Hanniball, 
| T hepartie 1s gone, 
| Claw, Fellow Hettor, ſhe is gone; he! is two mood on 
her Way. 
Brag. What meaneſt thou? pO 
Cu. Faith vnleſſe you play the honeſt 8 poore 
Vench ĩs caſt away: ſhee's quicke, the childe bragges in her 


bellie already: tis youts. 
Brag. Doſt thou infamonize me among porentares? 


Thou ſhalt die. 
Claw. Then ſhall Hector be whipt for Iaquenerta chat 1s 
quicke by him,and hangd for Pompey that is dead by * 
Duma. Moſt tare Pompey, | 
Beyer. Renowned Pompey. 
' | Bero, Greater then eee 
pey the hudge. 
Dum. Hettor trembles. 
Vero. Pompey is mooued more Ates more Atees ſtir chem 


or ſtir them on, 
Duma. Hettor will challenge him. 
Bero. I, if a haue no more mans blood in his belly envy wi 


ſuppe a Flea. 
Brag. By the North Pole I do challenge thee. 
Cl. Iwill not fight with a Pole like a Northren man; 
ie ſlaſh, Ille do it by the Sword? I bepray you let me _ 


row my Armes againe, 
Dama. Roome for the incenſed Worthies. 
lle do it in my ſhyrt. 


B. Moſt reſolute Pompey, 
Page. Maiſter, let me take youa button hole lower. Do 


you not ſee, Pompey is vncaſing for the Combat: Whac 


meane you?you will looſe your reputation. 
| Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers, pardon me, I will not 


combat in my ſhyrt. (lenge. 


Duma. I du may not deny it, Pompey hath made the chal- 


Brag, Sweete bloodes, l both may and will, 
„ Bea, 


ſeene the day of wrong t 


 Andoitenat his vety looſe decides 


| A pleaſant conceited Comedie; 
Fero. What reaſon haue you fort, 
Brag. The naked trueth of it is, I hane no Shirt. 


. goe Woolwatd for pennance. 


oy. True, and it was inioyned him in Rome for want of- 
Linnen: fince when, Ile be ſworne he wore none, but a diſh- 


cloute of Jaquenertaes, and that a weares next his hart for a 
F auour, \ 


Enttr a Meßenger Mounſier Marrade. 
Marca. God ſaue you Madame. 
Quee. Welcome Aarcade,butthat thou intermppteſt our 
merrunent. 
Marcad. Iam ſorrie Madame for the newes I bring. 
is heauic in my tongue. The King your father 
Quee, Deadfor my life, | „ 
 Marcad. Euen ſo: my tale is tolde. 
Ber. Worthies away, the Scæne begins to cloude, 


Brag. For mine owne part I breath free breath : I haue 
gh thelitle hole of diſcretion, 


and 1 will right my ſelte like a Souldier, Excunt Worthy, - 
King. How fares your Maieſtie⸗ 6 Hg 


wee, Bi pare, will away to nyghe. 

52 Nadamnd Not ſo, I do beſeech — ſtay. 

Quee. Prepare I ſay: Ithanke you gracious Lords 
For all your faire endeuours and intreats- 
Out ofa new ſad- ſoule, that you vouchſafe, 
In your rich wiledome to excuſe, or hide, 
The liverall oppoſition of our ſpirites, 
If ouerboldly we haue borne our ſclues,. 
In the conuerſe of breath(your gentlenes 
Was guyltie of it.) Farewell worthy Lords . 
Acheauie hart bexres not a humble tongue. 
Lxcuſe me ſo comming too ſhort of thankes, 
For my gieat ſute, ſo eaſely obtainde. ME. 

| King, The extreame partes of time extteauily formes, 

All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeede: N 


That | 


he. 
2 


= 


That, xhich long proceſle could not arbicrate;, 4 
F orbid the ſmylin g courteci © of Loue, . | | F 


Ihe holy ſuite which faine it would conuince, 
Vet ſince Loues argument was fitſt on foote, 


Jo euery varied obiect in his glaunce: 


call Lowes Labar's beſt. 


And though the mourning brow of progenie 


Let not the cloude ot Sorrow iullle it 28 
From hat it putpoſd, ſince to waylefriendes loſt, 
Is not by wats ſo holdfomeproficable, . 


As torcioyce at friendes but newly found. 


| Quce. I vnderſtand you not, my griefes are double; N 1 
s Honeſt plaine words, beſt pearce the care of griefe, i 
And by theſe badges vnderſtand the King, ES 3 
For your faire ſakes,haue we neglected time. 
Plaide fouleplay with our othes: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, faſhioning our humours 
Euen to the oppoſed ende of our entents. 
And what in vs hath ſeemed tediculous: 
As Loue is full of vnbefitting firaines, 
All wanton as a childe,ſkipping and vaine, 
Formd by the eye, and therefore like the eye. 
Full of ſtraying ſhapes, of habites and of forme: 
Varying in lublectes as the eye doth roule 


Which partie coted preſence of looſe loue 
Pur on by vs,if in your heauenly eyes, 
Haue miſbecombd our othes and grauities. | 
Thoſe heauenly eyes that looke into theſe faultes, 
Suggeſted vs to make, therefore Ladies 


Our loue being yours, the errour that Loue makes 5 


Is likewiſe yours: we to our ſclues proue falſe, 
By being once falce, for euer to be true 

To thoſe that make vs both faire Ladies you, 
Andeuen that falſhood im it ſelfe a finne, 
Thus purifics it ſelſe and turns to grace. 


Que. We haue receiud your Letters, full of Loue: 


Your Fauours, embaſſadouts of Loue. 


And in our mayden counſaile rated them, 
At courtſhyp pleaſant ieſt and courtecie, | | 
Bed ; 1 13 As . 


Nip not the gaudieþloſ; 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
As bombaſt and as lyning to the time: 


7 


But more deuout then this our reſpectes, 


Haue we not been, and thetefore met your Loues, 
In their owne faſhyon like a merriment. 


Long. So did our lookes, 

Roſa, We did not cote them fo, 

King. Now at the lateſt minute of the houre, 
Graunt vs your loues. 

Quee. A time me thinkes too ſhort, 
To make a world - without- end bargaine in: 
No no my Lord, your Grace is periurde much, 
Full of deare guiltines, and therefore this, 
If for my Loue (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
You will do ought, this ſhall you do for me: 
Your och I will not truſt, but goe with ſpeede 
To ſome forlorne and naked 


| ermmytas e, 
Remote from all the pleaſurs of the ae 


There ſtay vntill therwelue Celeſtiall Signes 
Haue brought about the annuall reckoning. 


If chis Auſtere inſociable life, | 


Change not your offer made in heate of blood. 
If froſtes andfaſtes, hard lodging, and thin weedes, 
omes ot your Loue: 

But that it beare this tryall, and laſt Loue, 
Then at the expirati the yeere, 
Come challenge meyc allenge me by theſe deſertes: 
And by this Virgin palme now kisfing thine, 


l wilbe thine: and till that inſtance ſhutt 


My wofull ſelfe vp in amoutning houſe, 
Rayaing the teares of la mentation, | 
For theremembraunce of my Fathers death. 


If this thou do deny, let our handes part, 
Neither intiled in tlie others hart. 


King. If chis, or more then this, I would denie, 


Io flatter vp theſe powers of mine with reſt, 
I be ſodaine hand of death cloſe vp mine eye. 


Hence hertite then my hart, is in thy breſt, 


* 


©. 


Dum. Our letters madame,ſhewed much more then ielt.. 


called Lones Labor's loft. : 


Berow, And what to me my Loue? and what tome? 

Roſal, You mult be purged to, your ſinnes are rackt. 
Lou are attaint with faultes and periutie: 

Therefore if you my fauout meane to get, 

Atweluemonth ſhall you ſpende and neuer reſt, 

But ſeeke the weery beddes of people ſicke. 

Duma. But what to me my Loue? but what to me? 

Kath. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeſtie, 
With three folde loue I wiſh you all theſe three. 

Duma. O ſhall I Gy, I e you gentle Wife? 
Kath, Not ſo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day, 
Ile marke no wordes that ſmothfaſt wooers ſay, 
Come when the King doth to my Lady comes 
Then if I haue much loue, Ile gine you ſome, 

Duma. Ile ſcrue thee true and faythfully till then. 

Kath. Yer ſweare not, leaſt ye be forſworne agen. 

Longanill. What ſaies Maria? 

Mari, At the t weluemonths ende, 

Ile change my blacke Gowne for a faichfull frend. 
Long. Ile ſtay with patience, but the time is long, 
Mari. The hiker you, few taller are lo young. 
Berow. Studdies my Ladie? Miſtres looke on me, 

Beholde the window of my hart, mine eye: 

What humble ſuite attendes thy anſwete there, 

Impoſe ſome ſetuice on me for thy Loue. 

Roſa, Oft haue I heard of you my Lord Berowne, 
Before I ſa you: andthe worldes large tongue 
Proclaymes you for a manrepleat with mockes, 
Fullof compariſons and wounding floutes: 

Which you on all eſtetes will execute, 

That lie within the mercie of your wit 

To weedethis wormewoogd from your fructfull braine, 

And therewithall to winne me, yſ you pleaſe, 

Without the which I am not to be won: 

You ſhall this tweluemonth terme from day to day, 

Viſite the ſpeachleſſe ſicke, and ill conuerie, 

With groning wretches : and your taſke ſhall be, 

Wich all the fierce endeuour of you wit, 
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A A pleaſant conceited Comedies 
To enforce the pained impotent to ſmile, 
Berow. To moue wilde laughter in the throate of death? 
It cannot be, it is impoſſible. | 5 „ 
1 Mirth cannot moue à ſoule in agonie. | 
| | Reſal. Why thats the way to choake a gibing ſpirrir, 
Whole influence is begot of that looſe grace, 
N Which ſhallow laughing hearets giue to fooles, 
| Al eſtes proſpetitie lies in the eare, 
Olf him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then if ſickly eares 
| Deaft with the clamours of their owne deare grones, 
AT. Will heare your idle ſcornes; continue then, | 
U And Iwill haue you, and that fault withall. 
But if they will not, throw away that ſpirrit, 
| : And I ſhall finde you emptie of chat fault, 
| 
| 


WW. Right ioyfull of yourreformation. FT 

il FPerow. A tweluemonth? well; befall what will befall, 
Ile ĩeſt a tweluemonth in an Hoſpitall. 

| Queen. Iſweete my Lord, and ſo I take my leave. 


or Kms. No Madame, we will bring you on your way. 
| | Bcrow. Our wooing doch not ende like anolde Play: 


Tacke hath not Gill :theſe Ladies courteſie 

'|# Might well haue made our ſport a Comedie. 
i Kine. Come ſit, it wants a tweluemonth an'a 

| And then twill ende. 

ö Berow. That's too long fora Play. 


diy, 


| : Enter Braggart. 


1 Brag. Sweete Maieſtic vouchſaſe me. 

Queen, Was not chat Hector? 

Duma. T he worthie Knight of Trey. 
Brag. I will kiſſe thy — finger, and take leaue. 
7 Iam a Votarie; I haue vowde to Jaquererra 

| | To holde the Plough for her ſweete loue three yeere. 

1 But moſt eſteemed greatnes, will you heare the Dialogue 
1 1 that the two Learned men haue compiled, in ptayſe ofthe 


Oule and the Cuckow? it ſhould haue followed in _, 
en 


| called Lones Labor's loft. 


| ende of our ſhevw. 
' King. Call them foorth quickly, we ew do ſos 
Brag. Holla, Approch, 


Emer al. 


[ 


This ſide is Hiems, Winter. 


Brag 
This Der, the Spring: The one maynteined by the Onle 7 


ch other by the Cuckow, 


. Ver begin. 

The Song. | 
When Daſies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-budds of yellow hew: 
And Ladi-ſmockes all ſiluer white, 
Do paint the Meadowes with delights 
The Cuckow then on euerie tree, 
Mocks married men; for thus ſinges hee; 
Cuckow. 
Cuckow,Cuckow : O word of feare, | 
Vnpleaſing to a married care, 


When Sheph pe on Oten Strawes; 
And ines, pray are ., Clocks: 
When Turtles tread and Rookes and Dawes, ' 
And Maidens bleach their ſummer ſmockes: 
The Cuckow then on euerie tree, 
Mockes marricd men, for thus inges he, 
Cuckow, | 
Cuckow,cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vopleaſing to a married care. 


Winter. 

When Ifacles hang by the wall, 

And Dickethe She card blowes his naile2 
And Thom 4 agus into the hal, 
And Milke coms frozen home in pailet 
When Blood is nipt, and 1 be _ 

2 


Then | 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie. 
Then ni 7 ſinges the {taring Owle 


Tu-w to-wh O. 
A mertie note, 


While greaſie Ione doth keele the pot. 


When all aloude the winde doth blow, 
And coffing drownes the Parſons ſaws 
And Birdes ſit brooding in the Snow, 

And Martians noſe lookes red and raw: 


When roaſted Crabbs hiſſe in the bowle, 


Then nightly ſinges the ſtaring Owle, 
Tu-whit to-who, 
A merrie note, 


While greaſie lone doch keele the Pot. 4 


The vvordes of Mercuric,arc harsh aftcr Th 


ſonges of Apollo. 
FINIS. 


Ft <roryute ar earn ts 


menen 


